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•  A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  REGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


Eac4i  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attra  ive„  illustrated  core 
ijfoat  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  m  sucn  a  simple  manner  that  an' 
fhlld  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  an}  thing  about  the  subject*: 
(mentioned. 


THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  PE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 

fROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIV& 
■NTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Lmon  Square,  N.Y 


MESMERISM. 

Wo.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Containing  the  most  ap- 

8?®ved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
leases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
ifiufo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
&  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
i&d  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Sj®o  Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
ductive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
mplaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
lading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
feasting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
ductions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
isafether  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
'illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Wall  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 
No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
i  #*ases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A.  handy 
for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
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FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
j^ontaining  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  mean- 
of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
lad  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
3?om  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
,j(ves  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
lowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
igdsery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
tevok.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  .  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
ST  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
mid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
,k»altby  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
Mcome  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
’jr  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  ditfer- 
positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Spstructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exej 

bracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald, 
handy  and  useful  book. 

No,  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
pacing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
'Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
(jasitions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 
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No.  51.  now  TO  DO  TRTCKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
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No.  72.  IIOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— E» 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with 

lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson.  _ _ _ _  -1 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjuror? 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated 
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MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS— The  great 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusio 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT, 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt, 
the  secret  dialogues  w^re  carried  on  between  Jthe 
boy  on  the  stage;  also  giving  all  the  codes 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  th* 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  efer  placed  before  th* 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantation. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  Tli 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instruct 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrate 
No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  iliustrl 
No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  “ 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toj's  and  devices 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUM 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  o 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURO„. 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc. 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Con. 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sle 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By 
Illustrated.  , 
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'  MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.- 
shouJd  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  e 

all,  guiug  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnt  __  _  _ 

pneumatics,  mechanics  etc.  The  most  instructive  b  ok  published. 

No.  5b.  HOW  10  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  fu; 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  eu 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  togethsj 
"  !v  a JY1' '  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 


No  57  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  .Eolian  Harp.  Xylo¬ 


phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  d* 
scription  ot  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in«  ancient  os’ 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald 
for  tav enty  years  ^r'd^ter  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

^  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN. — Containing 
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BY  AN  OLD  SCOUT. 


CHAPTER  I. 

PRACTICING  FOR  THE  FAIRPLAY  FAIR. 

■  -  -  r 

“Whoop  her  up,  boys!  We  want  ter  git  in  puffect  trim. 
If  we  don't  make  things  hum  when  wre  git  ter  Fairplay  my 
name  ain’t  Johnny  Pay,  an’  I  don’t  desarve  ther  title  of 
ther  Champion  Cowboy  Athlete!  I  w^ant  them  silver 
spurs,  I  do !  An’  I  want  some  of  ther  rest  of  yer  ter  win 
prizes.  We’ve  got  ter  keep  in  trainin’  ter  ther  very  last 
minute,  an’  bugjuice  an’  fluid  lightnin’  has  got  ’ ter  be  let 
up  on  till  after  ther  thing  is  over.  Yer  all  hear  me,  so 
take  heed!” 

The  speaker  was  a  tall,  athletic  young  man  of  perhaps 
twenty-five.  That  .he  was  a  cowboy  went  without  saying, 
for  his  attire  and  the  company  he  was  in  showed  it  plainly. 

Mounted  on  a  tough,  fleet-looking  broncho  and  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  dozen  riders  of  his  type,  he  made  quite  a  dash¬ 
ing,  not  to  say  reckless  appearance. 

In  answer  to  his  remarks  the  crowd  let  out  a  cheer  that, 
awoke  the  echoes.  > 

“Johnny’s  ther  boy!”  yelled  one.  “He  knows  what’s 
best  fur  us.  We’re  goin’  over  to  ther  fair  at  Fairplay,  an’ 
we’re  goin’  to  be  in  trim  when  we  git  there.  Jest  do  what 
Johnny  Pay  says,  an’  nothin’  kin  go  wrong  with  us.  Hoo¬ 
ray  fur  ther  Champion  Cowboy  Athlete !” 

Tim  broad-brimmed  hats  of  all  hands  swung  in  the  air 
and  a  cheer  that  was  louder  than  before  went  up. 

Johnny  Pay  twisted  bis  mustache  and  smiled  with  pleas¬ 
ure. 

He  wa:  glad  that  all  the  men  in  the  party  agreed  with 
him  m>  heartily. 


It  was  an  afternoon  in  summer  and  the  peaks  of  the 
Rocky  Mountains  were  almost  obscured  by  a  purple  haze. 

The  trail  the  band  of  cowboys  had  been  following  wound 
itself  like  a  snake  among  the  rugged  hills  that  formed  an 
adjunct  to  the  main  chain,  and  the  spot  they  had  halted 
upon  was  one  of  the  wildest  and  most  picturesque  to  be 
found  in  the  state  of  Colorado. 

It  was  a  wide  piece  of  grass  land  between  a  timber  belt 
and  the  curiously  formed  rocks  of  the  long  slope.  A  deep 
ravine  cut  its  way  through  a  wall  of  quartz  rock,  and  from 
the  heights  above  trailing  vines  hung  in  a  tangled  maze, 
the  bright-red  flowers  they  bore  dotting  the  green  foliage 
like  spots  of  blood  on  the  greensward  after  a  battle  had 
been  fought. 

Wild  flowers  of  red,  pink,  yellow  and  blue  showed  among 
the  rich  growth  of  grass,  for  there  was  plenty  of  water 
coming  down  from  the  distant  peak  to  feed  the  rich  soil 
of  the  region. 

But  the.  dozen  cowboys  in  the  saddle  had  no  eyes  for 
their  picturesque  surroundings.  It  was  old  to  them. 

The  smouldering  remains  of  the  fire  that  had  been  used 
to  boil  the  coffee  and  broil  the  venison  steaks  they  had 
filled  up  with  but  a  short  time  before  looked  strangely  out 
of  place,  as  tie  sun  was  hot  and  it  was  very  warm,  even  in 
that  high  altitude. 

“Boys,”  said  Johnny  Pay,  as  he  finished  twisting  his- 
mustaehe,  “let’s  have  a  little  practice.” 

There  was  a  shout  of  approval,  and  then  the  reckless 
fellows  put  their  horses  on  a  gallop  and  began  cutting  up 
all  sorts  pf  capers  in  the  saddle. 

Hats  were  dropped  and  picked  up  again  while  the  horses 
were  going  at  full  speed. 

Then  they  tried  it  with  handkerchiefs. 
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Johnny  Pay  kept  them  at  this  sort  of  work  until  they 
had  it  clown  line. 

Then  he  suggested  that  they  have  some  shooting  from 
horseback. 

"Fou  fellers  brought  potaters  along  with  yer,  didn’t 
ycr?”  he  called  out. 

“Yes!”  came  the  answer. 

“  Good  !  A  potater  is  jest  as  good  as  a  glass  ball  ter  shoot 
at,  only  yer  can't  see  it  go  ter  pieces  when  ther  bullet  hits 
it  like  yer  kin  a  glass  ball.  But  yer  kin  tell  whether  yer 
hit  ther  potater  or  not  after  yer  pick  it  up.  Now,  then,  if 
one  of  you  will  jest  ride  alongside  of  me  an’  chuck  up  a  few 
potaters  I'll  show  yer  what  1  kin  do  with  a  revolver  while 
riding  at  full  speed.” 

“I'm  your  man,  Johnny!”  answered  an  athletic  fellow. 
“I’ll  chuck  ’em  up  fur  yer.” 

“All  right,  Chuck,  you’ll  chuck  'em  up !"  and  the  leader 
of  the  cowboy  band  laughed  at  his  joke.  “Say  when  you’re 
ready !” 

“I'm  ready  now,  Johnny.” 

“Let  yourself  go,  then!  We're  off!’’  ,  .. 

They  both  shot  away  at  a  gallop,  thet  rest  remaining  at 
a  halt  and  watching  with  interest. 

Chuck  threw  a  potato  in  the  air  and  Johnny  Pay  fired. 

He  did  not  hit  it!  The  trained  eyes  of  the  cowboys 
could  see  that. 

Crack !  * 

He  fired  at  another  and  a  piece  was  chipped  out  of  it. 

“Come  along  an'  pick  'em  up,  one  of  yer !"  he  called  out. 

Up  went  another  potato. 

Crack ! 

He  missed  this  one. 

Chuck  let  another  one  go. 

Crack  L 

This  was  touched  by  the  bullet,  for  it  gave  a  jump  as 
the  report  rang  out. 

Johnny  Pay  kept  on  until  he  had  emptied  both  his  re¬ 
volvers. 

At  the  end  of  the  exhibition  it  was  found  that  he  had  hit 
five  out  of  the  twelve  potatoes. 

“That’s  what  I -calls  putty  good!”  Chuck  declared.  “A 
man  is  mighty  lucky  ter  hit  one  out  of  twelve  ridin’  at  a 
gallop.” 

They  all  seemed  to  agree  with  this. 

Then  three  of  the  very  best  shots  in  the  crowd  tried  it. 

One  of  them  beat  Johnny  by  one,  but  the  others  did  not 
come  up  to  him. 

“It's  all  right,  boys,"  said  their  leader,  smiling  and  rub- 
bin"  his  hands.  “We'll  have  somethin'  ter  show  'em  when 
we  git  to  ther  Fairplay  Fair.” 

“You  bet  we  will!”  chorused  the  cowboys. 

Just  then  Johnny  Pay  happened  to  turn  his  gaze  out 
upon  the  winding  trail  they  had  just  come  over. 

He  saw  three  horsemen  approaching. 

They  were  riding  in  such  an  easy  and  graceful  way  that 
he  took  a  good  look  at  them  before  calling  the  attention  of 
his  companions. 


“Them  riders  are  all  right!  exclaimed  the  man  called 
Chuck,  nodding  Ids  head  decisively.  „  •* 

“That's  right,”  Johnny  admitted.  “I  wonder  who  they 

are?”  iSjpbr 

“I  reckon  they  re  headin  right  fur  here,  so  we  ll  soon 
know,”  spoke  up  one  of  the  others. 

A  bend  in  the  trail  obscured  the  approaching  riders  from 
view  at  that  moment,  and  the  cowboys  knew7  that  when  they 
next  appeared  they  would  be  within  a  hundred  yards  of 
them. 

They  stopped  their  practice  and  waited. 

Presently  the  horsemen  came  into  view  again. 

Two  of  them  were  not  much  more  than  boys,  as  the  cow¬ 
boys  could  see,  and  one  was  a  tall  man  with  flowing  black 
hair  and  a  mustache  that  drooped  over  his  mouth. 

They  v7ere  all  attired  in  fancy  hunting-suits  of  buck¬ 
skin,  and  were  nothing  if  not  handsome  in  both  face  and 
figure. 

One  of  the  boys  wras  so  striking  in  appearance  that 
Johnny  Pay  and  his  men  eyed  him  in  a  sort  of  mute  ad¬ 
miration. 

He  rode  a  splendid  clean-limbed  sorrel  ktallion,  and  a 
pearl-colored  sombrero  sat  jauntily  on„ his 
off  a  face  that  showed  the  lines  of  courage,  ccRaiess  and 
daring,  framed  by  a  wealth  of  chestnut  hair  that  hung  to 
the  broad,  athletic  shoulders. 

This  boy  rode  slightly  ahead  of  the  other  tu7o,  and  w7hen 
he  reined  in  the  sorrel  before  the  cov7boys  he  exclaimed : 

“Whoa,  Spitfire!  How  are  you,  gentlemen?” 

The  last  remark  was  addressed  to  Johnny  Pay  and  his 
men,  and  there  was  a  pleasant  smMe  that  vrent  with  it. 
Fine!'’  answered  Johnny;  “fine  as  silk,  I  reckon.” 
That’s  ther  way  to  be,”  spoke  up  the  tall  rider  with  the 
long  black  hair,  as  he  brought  the  bay  he  was  mounted 
upon  to  a  halt.  “A  man  on  horseback  oughter  always  feel 
as  fine  as  silk.” 

“Where  might  you  fellers  be  goin’?”  inquired  Johnny 
Pay,  after  a  pause. 

“Oh,  we  are  heading  for  a  little  town  called  Fairplay,” 
answered  the  boy  with  the  long  chestnut  hair.  “We  heard 
there  was  going  to  be  a  fair  over  there  and  that  prizes  were 
offered  for  various  feats,  especially  riding.” 

Good.  1  ou  ve  got  that  right,  young  feller.  There  is 
goin  ter  be  a  fair  at  Fairplay.  It  starts  to-morrer  after¬ 
noon  an  will  last  ther  week  out.  We're  goin'  ter  be  there, 
an  no  mistake  !  I  m  Johnny  Pay,  ther  Champion  Cowboy 
Athlete,  an  I  m  in  ter  win  ther  silver  spurs  that's  offered 
fur  thei  best  all-around  exhibition  by  n  man  on  horseback." 

So  >cm  are  going  to  have  a  try  for  the  silver  spurs,  are 
}ou.  Yell,  I  thought  about  going  in  for  that  prize  mv- 

I"  so '  anfl  leader  of  the  cowbovs  looked  him 
over  critically.  “Well,  you  might  stand  a  show  if  it  wasn't 
that  1  was  in  ther  game.” 

“Oli.  I  won't  he  disappointed  if  I  don't  win  the  silver 
spurs  •  I  am  not  the  sort  to  get  disappointed ” 

hat  s  right !  ^  ou  never  knows  what  it  is  to  git  dis- 
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appointed  when  you  make  a  try  for  a  thing,’-’  spoke  up  the 
man  witn  the  black  hair,  with  a  laugh. 

“Say!"  said  Johnny  Pay,  looking  at  the  handsome  boy 
curiously,  “do  ver  mind  tellin'  us  who  you  are?” 

I  “Why,  certainly  not!”  was  the  quick  retort.  “I  am 
Young  Wild  West,  and  my  two  friends  are  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie  and  Jim  Dart.” 

“Oh!” 

“Ever  heard  of  us?”  ' 

“les,  somewhat.  You're  ther  feller  what's  s'posed  ter 
'  be  ther  Champion  Deadshot  of  ther  West,  I  reckon  ?” 

“Yes,  that  is  a  name  that  has  been  given  me.”  \ 

“An'  they  call  yer  ther  Prince  of  ther  Saddle,  as  I've 
seen  in  ther  Denver  papers?” 

“Yes,  I  have  been  called  that,  too.  But  sometimes  a  fel¬ 
low  gets  called  what  he  isn't,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  I  know  that.  But  that  ain't  my  case,  leastwise  I 
don't  think  it  is.  They  call  me  ther  Champion  Cowboy 
Athlete,  an'  I'm  willin'  ter  meet  all  comers  ter  prove  my 
claim  ter  ther  title.” 

|  “That’s  right.  That  is  the  way  you  should  be.” 

“Of  course  it  is.  Are  vou  willin'  ter  meet  all  comers 
ter  jirove  your  title  to  ther  Champion  Deadshot  of  ther 
-pr  of  ther  Saddle  ?” 

“Oh,  I  guess  so.” 

“Good  enough!  Putty  work  !  You're  jest  my  hairpin  ! 
S'pose  me  an’  you  jest  has  what  they  calls  a  preliminary 
contest,  jest  ter  get  ourselves  in  trim  fur  ther  fair?” 

“I  don't  mind.  You  have  challenged  me,  so  I  suppose  it 
would  not  look  well  for  me  to  decline,”  said  Young  Wild 
West,  as  he  dismounted  and  patted  his  horse  on  the  neck. 

One  thing  about  Johnny  Pay  was  that  he  had  a  very  high 
opinion  of  himself. 

He  belonged  to  a  class  that  think  they  are  the  real  thing 
just  because  they  have  Accomplished  a  few  things  that  they 
never  saw  anyone  else  do. 

He  swelled  up  like  a  toad  when  he  saw  Young  Wild  West 
dismount. 

“We've  jest  been  tryin’  something  that  we  never  seen 
anyone  else  do  before,”  he  observed.  “We  thought  as  how 
there  might  be  some  glass  ball  shootin’  over  at  ther  fair, 
so  we  brought  along  some  potaters  ter  practice  shootin’ 
with  our  six-shooters  while  ridin’  at  full  speed.  Ever  done 
any  of  it?” 

“I  don’t  know  as  I  have.  Just  show  me  what  you  mean.” 
“Sure!  Chuck,  git  ready  with  them  potaters!” 

“I’m  all  ready,”  answered  Chuck.  “I’ve  jest  got  six 
here.  Let’s  see  how  many  yer  kin  hit.” 

Johnny  put  fresh  cartridges  in  the  chambers  of  his  weap¬ 
ons  and  then  said  he  was  ready. 

7  he  next  minute  the  two  started  off  as  they  had  done  at 
B  first.  ^  'J  A 

Chuck  threw'  the  potatoes  up  and  Johnny  shot  at  six  of 
them. 

The  result  was  that  he  hit  just  three. 

“Putty  good,  I  reckon,”  he  said,  smilingly,  as  he  rode 
back  and  dismounted. 


“Nothin  extra/'  vouchsafed  the  man  who  had  been  in¬ 
troduced  as  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“It  ain’t?”  and  not  only  Johnny  Pay,  but  the  rest  of 
the  cowboys  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

u^o.  Jest  wait  an  see  Young  Wild  West  shoot.” 

“Ill  bet  yer  a  dollar  lie  don’t  beat  what  I  done.” 

‘I  11  take  your  bet.  An'  then  I'll  bet  you  a  hundred 
that  he  hits  six  out  of  six !” 


CHAPTER  II. 

JOHNNY  PAY  LOSES  SOME  OF  HIS  CONCEIT. 

The  cowboys  looked  in  amazement  at  Cheyenne  Charlie 
when  he  offered  to  bet  a  hundred  dollars  that  Young  Wild 
West  would  hit  all  six  of  the  targets  thrown  up  for  him. 

The  potatoes  they  had  were  not  overlarge,  and  as  they 
had  to  be  thrown  up  well  into  the  air  in  order  to  give  the 
shooter  a  chance  to  see  them  at  all,  it  seemed  to  them  that 
hitting  three  out  of  six  was  really  remarkable. 

And  it  was  good,  no  doubt. 

Johnny  Pay  looked  at  Cheyenne  Charlie,  who  had  drawn 
a  roll  of  money  from  his  pocket,  and  said : 

“Do  yer  mean  what  yer  said,  stranger?” 

“I  sartinly  do!”  was  the  reply.  “I  ain't  no  measly  coy¬ 
ote,  an’  I  never  goes  back  on  v’hat  I  says.” 

“Put  your  money  up,  then.” 

“All  right;  Who’s  goin'  to  hold  it?” 

“Chuck  here,  if  you  ain't  no  objections.” 

“He's  good  enough  for  me.  I  kin  tell  an  honest  face 
when  I  see  one,  I  reckon.” 

Johnny  produced  a  hundred  and  ojie  dollars  and  the  two 
bets  were  made,  the  men  shaking  hands  to  show*  their  good 
faith. 

Youno-  Wild  West  looked  on  with  a  confident  smile. 

O 

He  really  did  not  consider  it  a  great  feat  to  hit  six  out 
of  six  potatoes,  providing  they  were  thrown  up  right. 

And  he  meant  to  have  them  thrown  up  right,  for  he  was 
not  going  to  run  any  chance  of  making  the  scout  lose  the 
bet  he  had  made. 

“Jim,”  said  he,  turning  to  the  boy  who  sat  upon  the  back 
of  the  iron  gray  horse,  “just  get  ready  to  toss  up  the  pota¬ 
toes  for  me.” 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply;  “I  am  ready  now.” 

Chuck  quickly  passed  over  six  o£  them. 

They  were  really  a  little  smaller  than  those  Johnny  Pay 
had  been  shooting  at,  but  that  seemed  to  make  no  difference 
to  the  dashing  young  fellow  on  the  sorrel  stallion,  though 
he  surely  must  have  noticed  it. 

“Say  when  you’re  ready,  Wild,”  said  Dart. 

“All  ready  now.  Go!” 

The  two  horses  started  off  side  by  side  on  a  dead  run. 

When  about  fifteen  yards  had  been  covered  Jim  let  the 
first  potato  go  up  in  the  air. 

Crack ! 
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The  potato  was  split  in  two ! 

Another  went  up  and  Young  Wild  West  fired  again. 

That  one  suffered  a  similar  fate. 

“Whoopee!"  shouted  Cheyenne  Charlie,  riding  out  to  get 
the  fallen  vegetable  targets.  “There’s  two,  anyhow. 
Whoopee  1”  . 

Crack ! 

Another  one  was  hit,  as  all  hands  could  plainly  see. 

“That's  three,"  said  the  man  who  had  made  the  bet,  and 
who  had  seen  all  kinds  of  shooting  in  his. day,  he  being  an 
ex-government  scout  and  Indian  fighter. 

Young  Wild  West  fired  three  times  more,  emptying  the 
chambers  of  one  of  his  six-shooters. 

Each  shot  had  cut  the  potato  it  was  aimed  for,  too,  and 
in  breathless  amazement  Johnny  Pay  and  his  comrades 
watched  the  two  boys  as  they  rode  back. 

“You're  ther  Champion  Deadshot  of  ther  West,  all 
right,”  Johnny  acknowledged,  taking  off  his  sombrero.  “I 

n'j  s 

cave ! 

“Oh,  that  wasn't  such  remarkable  shooting,”  was  the 
reply  from  Young  Wild  West.  “I  can't  say  as  that  is  the 
best  I  have  ever  done." 

“Well,  I  reckon  it's  too  much  fur  us,  ain't  it,  boys?” 

“You  bet!"  came  the  unanimous  retort. 

“  Here's  your  money,  Cheyenne  Charlie,”  said  Chuck, 
handing  the  scout  the  stake  money. 

“All  right,"  was  the  reply.'  “'I  jest  like  to  win  bets  on 
Young  Wild  West.  I  never,  lost  one  yet.” 

“Johnny,”  said  Chuck,  turning  to  the  Champion  Cow-  i 
boy  Athlete,  “them  silver  spurs  don't  look  so- close  by  as 
they  did  a  little  while  ago,  I  reckon.” 

“I  reckon  not,”  was  the  rejoinder.  -“Though  shootin’ 
ain't  ridinb” 

“But  it  all  comes  under  ther  head  of  cowboy  sports." 

“Yes,  that's  so.  Well,  I  ain't  one  as 'will  do  ther  leastest 
bit  of  squealin'  if  I  don't  land  them  spurs.  If  Young  Wild 
West  happens  ter  git  ’em,  yer  kin  bet  he'll  be  puffeetly 
welcome  to  'em,  as  fur  as  I’m  consumed.” 

“That's  ther  way  to  talk,  pard,”  nodded  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie.  “Now,  I  reckon  we’ll  go  on  for  Fairplay.  ■  There's  a 
good  ride  ahead  of  us  yet.” 

“I  reckon  we’ll  do  ther  same.  If  yer  don't  mind,  we'll 

9  J  ' 

ride  along  together,”  spoke  up  Johnny'  Pay.  • 

“Of  course  we  don’t  mind,”  Wild  assured  him.  “Come 
right  ahead.  We’ll  have  to  go  into  camp  to-night,  but 
we'll  get  to  Fairplay  by  noon  to-morrow,  I  guess.” 

“Oh,  yes,  I  reckon  we  will.” 

The  whole  party  rode  off  a  few  minutes  later  over  the 
winding  trail,  leaving  the  picturesque  spot  behind  them. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partners  were  on  their  way 
to  Weston,  Dakota,  where  they  had  large  mining  interests, 
when  they  heard  that  there  was  going  to  be  a  big  time  at 
the  hustling  little  town  called 'Fairplay. 

A  big  fair  was  to  be  held  there,  and  the  cowboys  and 
plainsmen  from  all  sections  were  invited  to  compete  for 
prizes. 

Wild  had  been  down  to  a  ranch  iii  southern  Texas  which 
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he  owned,  and  with  his  two  partners  and  the  wife  of  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  and  his  and  Jim's  sweethearts  had  started  for 
home  by  way  of  the  railroad. 

The  three  had  left  the  train  with  their  horses,  sending  the 
girls  on  to  Denver  by  rail,  where  they  were  to  meet  them 
a  few  days  later  after  taking  in  the  fair  at  Fairplay. 

Our  three  friends  were  rather  pleased  at  meeting  the 
cowboys,  especially  when  they  found  that  they  were  bound 

for  the  same  place  they  were. 

Young  Wild-  West  liked  to  excel  in  the  sports  and  pas¬ 
times  of  the  dashing  riders  of  the  West,  and  the  Fairplay 
Fair  promised  no  end  of  excitement  and  sport. 

They  found  that  Johnny  Pay  was  a  pretty  good  sort  of 
a  fellow  outside  of  the  wonderful  opinion  he  had  of  him¬ 
self. 

The  rest  of  the  cowboys  were  a  good  set  of  fellows,  rough 
in  their,  ways,  but  quite  honest  and  free-hearted. 

They  all  took  a  liking  to  Young  West,  but  none 

of  them  asked  him  for  a  sample  of  his  cleverness  in  the 
way  of.  shooting  again. 

It  was  just  before  sunset  that  they ’reached  a  spot  that 
was  an  ideal  one  for  .'.camping,  so  at  the  suggestion  of  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  they  halted  and-  saw  to  it  that  their  horses 


were  placed  where  they  could  get  both  -co^rater. 

Then  a  couple  of  fires  were' built  and  they  cooked  the 
evening  meal.-  .  c  . 


It  was  not  quite  dark  when  this  was  over,  so  Johnny 
Pay  walked  over  to  where  our  hero  was  standing  and  said: 
“Do  yer  know  much  about  wrastlin’.  Young  Wild  West?” 
“Well,  I  know  something- about  it,”  was  the  reply.  “Still, 

I  don't  claim  to  be  a  professional  at  the  game.” 

“It  sorter  struck  me  that  you-  might  know  a  whole  lot 
about  it.  Aou  ain't  as  big  as  me,  but  you  look  as  though 
you  was  putty  strong  an'  quick-like.” 

•  “Well,  I  am.”  *  | 

“I  m -ther  Champion  Cowboy  Athlete,  yer  know.” 

“So  you  said  before.” 

‘Would  yer  mind  havin  a  ten-minute  bout  with  me,  jest 
ter  keep  me  in  trim  ?  I  m  goin'  ter  issue  a  challenge  at 
ther  I  airplay  F  air  ter  wrestle  any  cowboy  what  has  ther 
nene  ter  tackle  me.  V  e  ve  got  a  little  pile  of  money  in  our 
ciowd  ter  bet  on  me,  an  I  want  ter  be  jest  in  trim.” 

I  suppose  I  might  as  well  accommodate  you.  I  guess 
I  11  be  able  to  make  you  work  a  little  hard  to  throw  me.” 

\\  ell,  I  won  t  chuck  yer  down  hard.  I  ain't  goin'  ter 

huit  am  one  what  s  -  willin  ter- let  me  limber  myself  up 
with  ’em.” 


All  right,  ^ee  .to.it  that  you  don't  throw  me  too  hard, 
then.  It  isn't  a  pleasant  feeling  to  have  a  fellow  throw 
urn  on  your  back  and  knock  the  breath  from  your  body; 
at  least,  I  shouldn't  think  it  would  be  ” 

"Yer  shouldn't  think  it  would  bo  eh?” 

“No.”  ' 


"Yer  never  was  throwed  that  wav,  then?” 
“No.” 

•An  you've  wrestled  a  putty  good  deal,  too?" 
‘  Aes,  quite  a  lot.” 
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“  I  ^t“n  yer  must  be  a  putty  good  one.” 
r  “Oh,  I  don't  know  about  that.” 

"Did  ver  ever  wrastle  with  a  feller  as  big  as  I  am?” 
and  Johnny  Pay  looked  at  him  inquiringly. 

“Oh,  yes,  and  with  bigger  men  than  }rou.” 

“An'  they  didn't  throw  yer?” 

“No.” 

"How  was  that?”  . 

"V  ell,  I  suppose  it  was  because  I  wouldn’t  let  them.” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  laughed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “That  was 
ther  very  reason,  an  no  mistake!” 

“  It  are  most  likely  you  never  struck  a  feller  what  knowed 
how  ter  wrastle,”  said  Johnny.  “Well,  jest  step  out  here 
an'  we’ll  have  a  little  exercise  ter  settle  our  grub.” 

They  removed  the  weapons  from  their  belts  and  stepped 
out. 

“Are  yer  ready?”  asked  the  Champion  Cowboy  Athlete. 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  I’m  cornin’  fur  yer!” 

The  next  minute  they  were  locked  in  a  collar  and  elbow 
hold. 

Young  Wild  West  was  as  strong  as  a  young  bull,  and 
when  it  cpe  to  quickness  and  good  judgment  he  had  no 
equal. ^  _  . 

He  simply  played  with  the  man. 

But  J ohnny  Pay  knew  considerable  about  the  game, 
though,  and  he  was  very  aggressive. 

For  five  minutes  he  worked  away,  not  once  coming  any¬ 
where  near  to  throwing  Wild. 

At  length  they  broke  holds  and  then  our  hero  dropped 
upon  his  hands  and  knees. 

“Put  my  shoulders  on  the  grass,  Johnny,”  he  said,  with 
a  laugh.  “That  will  give  you  some  exercise.” 

“I  reckon  it  will,”  was  the  reply. 

The  cowboy  was  beginning  to  realize  that  he  had  barked 
up  the  wrong  tree,  to  use  the  time-honored  expression. 

But  he  was  full  of  grit  and  his  wind  was  good. 

He  went  at  Wild  in  earnest  this  time. 

Twice  he  went  whirling  over  himself,  but  he  failed  to 
put  the  boy’s  shoulders  on  the  ground. 

“I  reckon  you’ve  got  that  game  down  too  fine,”  he  said, 
pantingly.  “I  can’t  turn  yer  over.  But  I  think  if  we  was 
ter  run  in  an’  grab  fur  holds  I  could  throw  yer.” 

“Well,  if  we  do  that  you  might  be  thrown  yourself,”  our 
hero  retorted. 

“Sartin.  Ain’t  yer  been  tryin’  ter  throw  me  all  along?” 

“No.” 

“What  was  yer  doin’,  then?”  and  the  face  of  the  man 
was  the  picture  of  amazement. 

“Oh,  I  was  simply  trying  to  keep  you  from  throwing 
me.” 

“Is  that  a  fact !  Well,  jest  see  if  yer  kin  throw  me  this 
time.  If  you  do  I’ll  take  off  my  hat  to  yer,  that’s  all.” 

“Well,  say  when  you’re  ready.” 

They  had  stepped  apart  to  a  distance  of  about  ten  feet, 
and  with  a  -mile  on  his  handsome  face  Young  Wild  West 
waited  to  take  the  conceit  out  of  Johnny  Pay. 


“I'm  all  ready!” 

“Then  come  at  me !” 

As  the  words  left  his  lips  Wild  sprang  forward,  made  a 
feint  which  threw  his  opponent  completely  off  his  guard 
and  then  grabbed  him  about  the  thigh  and  waist. 

Up  in  the  air  went  Johnny  Pay’s  heels,  and  then - ” 

Thud ! 

He  came  down  on  his  neck  and  shoulders  with  a  jar  that 
shook  the  ground. 

It  was  a  bad  fall,  but  Wild  could  not  help  it. 

He  had  put  on  all  his  strength  and  tact  to  effect  it,  and 
the  man  was  easier  than  he  had  expected. 

“Ooh !”  gasped  Pay,  as  he  lifted  his  head  and  then  fell 
back  flat  on  the  ground. 

“I  didn’t  mean  to  hurt  you,”  said  Wild,  bending  over 
him.  “I  guess  I  put  on  more  strength  than  I  should  have.” 

“Oh,  I  ain’t  hurted  much,”  was 'the  reply.  “It  sorter 
knocked  ther  wind  out  of  me  when  I  come  down  kerflop ! 
I  ain’t  no  hog,  either,  an’  I  knows  when  I’ve  got  enough ! 
I  can’t  wrastle  with  you,  Youpg  Wild  West.” 

“Well,  I  didn’t  think  you  could  after  I  first  got  hold  of 
you.  But  I  wasn’t  going  to  throw  you  unless  you  wanted 
me  to.” 

\ 

“I  didn’t  want  yer  to,”  and  Johnny  Pay  smiled  sadly 
and  got  upon  his  feet;  “but  I  did  want  yer  ter  try,  though.” 

“Well,  when  I  try  good  and  hard  to  do  a  thing  I  generally 
do  it,”  and  Wild  joined  him  in  smiling. 

“Shake!” 

They  clasped  hands. 

“  I  ain’t  goin’  ter  brag  any  more,  boys,”  and  J  ohnny  Pay 
looked  around  at  his  comrades  and  shook  his  head  sadly. 
“But  we’ll  go  ter  ther  Fairplay  Fair,  jest  ther  same,  an’ 
we’ll  have  a  good  time,  too.  Ther  silver  spurs  will  be 
Young  Wild  West’s,  boys !  Hooray  fur  ther  champion 
deadshot  and  wrastler !” 

The  cheers  were  given  with  a  hearty  good-will. 


CHAPTER  III. 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST’S  ARRIVAL  AT  THE  FAIR. 

It  was  a  great  day  for  the  little  town  of  Fairplay. 

Flags  were  flying  and  bunting  streamed  from  the  houses 
and  shanties  on  every  hand. 

Two  smelting  plants  had  just  been  started  there,  and 
the  place  had  increased  in  population  so  fast  that  some  of 
the  leading  citizens  got  together  and  decided  to  have  some 
sort  of  a  demonstration. 

They  decided  to  hold  a  fair — an  old-fashioned  county 
fair — and  make  it  last  a  week. 

The  enterprise  had  been  advertised  far  and  near,  so 
when  the  opening  day  arrived  there  must  have  been  two 
thousand  people  gathered  in  the  town. 

This  was  a  big  crowd  for  a  town  that  only  had  a  normal 
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population  oi‘  five  hundred,  as  at  the  time  of  which  we 
write  the  state  of  Colorado  was  almost  in  its  infancy. 

While  there  were  quite  a  few  women  and  children  there 
to  attend  the  fair,  the  large  majority  were  men,  the  most 
of  whom  were  miners,  cowboys,  bordermen  and  soldiers  of 
the  service  of  Uncle  Sam. 

There  was  no  such  a  thing  as  accommodations  to  he  had 
at  the  three  or  four  public  places  that  were  styled  hotels 
when  Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partners,  Cheyenne 
Charlie  and  Jim,  arrived  in  company  with  the  cowboys  they 
had  met  on  their  way  to  the  town. 

They  had  arrived  there  the  day  before  the  opening,  which 
was  Sunday,  and  had  pitched  their  camp  near  the  fair 
grounds  and  taken  things  easy  until  the  opening  took 
place. 

There  was  an  admission  fee  charged  to  everyone,  so  as 
they  rode  up  to  the  entrance  gate  about  half  an  hour  after 
the  formal  opening  took  place  they  found  a  regular  jam  of 
men  and  horses. 

“Here  yer  go!  Git  yey  tickets  right  here !”  a  big  red¬ 
faced  man  in  a  slouch  hat  was  yelling  out  with  ear-splitting 
power.  “Don’t  no  one  try  ter  work  his  way  in  fur  nothin’, 
’cause  that  won't  go.  Pay  yer  money  an’  pass  right  through 
ther  gate.” 

Just  then  half  a  dozen  broncho  busters  rode  up  with  a 
clatter  and  a  roar  that  drowned  the  cries  of  the  ticket- 
seller.  ,  ■> 

They  forced  their  way  through  the  crowd,  regardless  of 
whom  they  knocked  down  or  pushed  aside. 

A  young  lady  in  a  jaunty  riding-suit  of  scarlet  and  white 
was  right  in  their  way,  the  others  having  made  room  for 
her  so  she  could  get  her  ticket  and  ride  on  into  the  grounds, 
and  as  the  reckless  riders  bore  down  upon  her  she  was  swept 
from  the  back  of  her  horse. 

The  girl  landed  upon  her  feet  on  the  ground  luckily,  but 
she  would  have  been  knocked  down  under  the  feet  of  the 
excited  bronchos  if  something  had  not  intervened  in  her 
behalf. 

Young  Wild  West  saw  her  danger  and,  reaching  out, 
caught  hold  of  her  arm.  , 

Then  with  a  strength  that  seemed  remarkable,  he  drew 
her  upon  the  back  of  his  horse. 

“Keep  cool,  miss,”  he  said,  calmly,  as  a  shriek  came 
from  her  lips.  “You  are  as  safe  and  sound  as  a  dollar!” 

“CTar  ther  track!”  howled  the  reckless  fellowT  who  had 
been  the  means  of  knocking  the  girl  from  her  horse.  “We’re 
goin'  through  that  gate !  Well  pay  after  we  git  inside. 
Look  out  thar!  If  yer  feel  ther  hoofs  of  our  nags  it  ain’t 
our  fault.  We’re  goin'  to  ther  Fairplav  Fair,  we  are!” 

His  horse  jammed  against  the  sorrel  Wild  was  riding  at 
that  moment  and  nearly  forced  the  animal  off  his  feet. 

Our  hero  was  nettled  at  this  kind  of  treatment,  so  turn¬ 
ing  to  the  reckless  fellow,  he  cried: 

©  * 

“Get  back  there !  Take  your  turn  with  the  rest.  If  you 
don’t  I’ll  knock  you  from  the  back  of  your  horse!” 

Some  of  tlie  horses  were  kicking  and  plunging  now,  and, 


fearing  there  would  be  several  huit,  the  man  at  the  gate 
threw  it  open. 

With  a  rush  and  a  roar  the  broncho  busters  rode  through,  | 
knocking  two  or  three  people  down  who  were  on  foot  and 
in  their  way. 

Young  Wild  West  followed  until  he  was  at  the  gate. 

Then  he  halted,  and,  holding  up  his  hand,  shouted: 

“Wait  and  take  your  turn,  gentlemen.  Don’t  be  brutes  j 
just  because  those  fellows  set  the  example.  I’ll  wager  that 
they  will  pay  their  way,  and  also  pay  the  damage  they  have 
done.  Stop  where  you  are  or  lead  will  begin  to  fly!  I 
mean  what  I  say  !” 

There  was  no  mistaking  but  that  the  boy  meant  business 
now. 

His  eyes  flashed  dangerously  and  his  ringing  voice  could 
be  plainly  heard  by  the  excited  crowd. 

A  deep  hush  came  over  them  just  then. 

It  was  like  the  calm  that  follows  the  storm. 

Nearl}7  all  had  seen  him  save  the  girl  from  being  tram¬ 
pled  to  death,  and  as  he  sat  in  the  saddle  holding  her  by 
his  left  arm,  his  right  hand  clutching  the  handle  of  a  six- 
shooter,  which  was  swinging  back  and  forth  undulatingly, 
he  made  a  picture  that  few  who  sawT  him  ever  forgot. 

“Ther  boy  is  right!”  shouted  a  big-'^diK^^jfc^mg'  up 
by  the  side  of  Wild’s  horse.  “  Gents,  I  reckon  I’ll  take  sides 
with  him.  Buy  your  tickets  an’  then  come  through  one  at 
a  time.” 

The  gatekeeper  had  taken  advantage  of  the  temporary 
halt  in  the  rush  to  close  the  gate  again,  and  then  with  a 
cheer,  the  crowd  fell  into  line. 

“Jim,  you  buy  tickets  for  myself  and  the  young  lady,” 
said  our  hero.  “I  will  take  her  inside.” 

The  gate  was  opened  for  him  before  the  words  had 
scarcely  left  his  lips. 

Young  Wild  West  rode  through  and  led  the  girl  safely 
to  the  ground  in  a  cleared  space. 

Then  he  dismounted. 

“Thank  you!”  she  said,  quite  calmly.  “It  was  very 
brave  and  kind  of  you  to  do  what  you  did.  I  would  surely 
have  been  killed.” 

“Don’t  mention  it,  miss,”  was  the  repl}7.  “I  saw  that 
you  were  in  danger,  and  I  am  more  than  glad  that  I  was 
close  enough  to  get  hold  of  you.” 

Before  anything  further  could  be  said  by  either  of  them 
a  stout,  well-dressed  man  hurried  up  and  caught  the  girl  in 
his  arms. 

“Oh,  I  am  glad  you  were  not  hurt,  Marie !”  he  exclaimed. 
“I  was  standing  on  the  platform  over  there  and  saw  it  all. 

^  oung  man,  I  thank  you  for  saving  the  life  of  my  daugh¬ 
ter.” 

It  is  all  right,”  retorted  W ild.  “Here  comes  the  voung 
ladv  s  horse.  The  big  man  who  was  good  enough  to  take 

sides  vith  me  has  him.  It  is  all  right,  sir.  Don’t  men¬ 
tion  it.” 

But  1  'will  mention  it.  Mv  name  is  Jarvey.  and  you 
will  heai  from  me  before  many  hours.  I  won’t  let  you  go 
unrewarded.  What  is  your  name?” 
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-Young  Wild  West.” 

-Well,  Young  Wild  West,  I  will  see  you  before  you  go 
out.  I  am  very  rich,  and  you  must  accept  a  gift  from  me.” 

“I  don’t  want  it,  Mr.  Jarvey.  Pardon  me!  Here  come 
my  friends.  We  are  going  to  hunt  up  that  rough  gang  and 
make  them  pay  up.”  * 

The  man  tried  to  catch  Wild  by  the  arm,  but  he  was  not 
quick  enough,  and  the  boy  was  upon  the  back  of  the  sorrel 
in  a  jiffy. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  joined  him  at  that 
moment. 


“Ther  crowd  insisted  on  lettin’  us  in  first,”  said  the 
scout.  “I  reckon  it  was  ’cause  they  heard  you  say  you 
would  make  them  measly  coyotes  pay  up.” 

“Well,  that  is  just  what  we  will  do.  I  said  it,  so  I  will 
stick  to  my  word.” 

As  Young  Wild  Dest  uttered  the  words  he  turned  his 
horse  toward  the  track  that  ran  around  in  the  inclosurep 
where  half  a  dozen  men  on  horseback  were  shooting  and 
yelling  and  making  themselves  otherwise  obnoxious. 

They  were  the  broncho  busters,  and  Wild  had  singled 
them  out  in  a  hurry. 

^^TTff^rt^lhe  way,  to  them  and  found  several  of  the  fair 
officials  there,  backed  by  a  lot  of  miners,  trying  to  get  the 
admission  price  from  the  men.  - 

Wild  picked  out  the  fellow  who  seemed  to  be  the  leader 
and  rode  up  to  him. 

He  was  the  identical  fellow  who  had  been  the  means  of 
knocking  the  young  lady  from  her  horse. 

“Pay  up,  you  miserable  ruffian!’’  our  hero  exclaimed. 
“Pay  up,  or  I’ll  let  a  streak  of  daylight  through  you !” 

A  revolver  was  right  on  a  line  with  the  man’s  heart,  and 
when  he  saw  it  and  heard  the  words  he  turned  pale  and 
instantly  ceased  his  reckless  antics. 

“Pay  up,  you  measly  coyotes !”  cried  Cheyenne  Charlie, 
riding  up  with  a  shooter  in  each  hand.  “We  ain’t  goin’  to 
waste  any  lead  like  you  galoots  has  been  doin’ !  Pay  up  or 
take  your  medicine !” 

Jim  Dart  also  had  a  revolver  in  each  hand,  and  the  six 
broncho  busters — for  that  was  the  exact  number  of  them — 
were  surely  caught. 

They  either  had  to  give  in  or  fight. 

But  there  was  really  not  much  fight  in  them. 

They  all  were  of  the  rough,  boisterous  element,  but  not 
half  as  dangerous  as  they  would  have  people  believe. 

If  they  could  bully  folks  around  and  have  their  own  way 
they  had  no  limit,  but  when  it  came  to  a  clear  case  of  “take 
your  medicine  or  run  the  risk  of  dying,”  it  was  different. 
“Don’t  shoot!  I’m  goin’  ter  pay!”  cried  one. 

“  So’m  I !”  added  a  second. 

“Me,  too !”  came  from  a  third. 

Then  they  all- dove  into  their  pockets  with  the  exception 
of  the  leader,  whom  Wild  had  covered. 

This  fellow  seemed  to  be  so  astonished  at  the  unexpected 
turn  of  affairs  that  he  knew  not  what  to  do. 

“Corne!”  -aid  our  hero.  “Are  you  going  to  pay?” 

“1  reckon  J  meant  ter  pay,  anyhow,  without  all  this  hap¬ 


penin’,”  came  from  the  lips  of  the  broncho  buster,  as  he 
at  last  found  the  use  of  his  faculties.  “What’s  ther  matter? 
Can  t  a  teller  have  a  little  fun?  Anything  goes  at  a  county 
fair.” 

1  suppose  if  your  horse  had  trampled  the  young  lady 
to  death,  after  you  knocked  her  from  her  horse,  that  would 
have  gone,  too?”  remarked  Wild,  quietly. 

“See  here,  young  feller,  this  is  all  a  mistake.  I’m  Buster 
Jake,  an’  1  wouldn’t  hurt  a  hair  in  a  gal’s  head.  I  didn't 
do  nothin ,  any  more  than  1  rode  in  without  payin’.  It 
may  be  that  you’ve  got  somethin’  ter  do  with  ther  blamed 
old  fair,  an’  if  you  have  I’ll  jest  pay  fur  my  ticket.  I  kin 
pay  fur  a  hundred  tickets  if  I  feel  like  it,  ’cause  I’ve  got 
ther  money  ter  do  it.” 

“Well,  if  you’ve  got  as  much  money  as  that  about  you 
the  undertaker  won't  object  to  taking  charge  of  your  fu¬ 
neral,  then.  I’ve  made  up  my  mind  that  you’ve  got  to  pay 
your  admission  fee,  and  then  you  have  got  to  apologize  to 
the  young  lady  you  came  so  near  killing.  You’ve  got  just 
five  minutes  to  do  both  in!” 

There  was  a  big  crowd  surrounding  them  now,  and  nearly 
all  were  with  Young  Wild  West. 

But  the  boy  did  not  know,  or  care,  who  was  with  him  just 
then. 

He  had  started  in  to  call  the  broncho  busters  good  and 
hard,  and  he  was  going  to  do  it. 

The  five  companions  of  Buster  Jake  had  fished  out  the 
money  to  pay  for  their  admission  by  this  time. 

One  of  them  wanted  to  pay  for  him,  too,  but  Wild  would 
not  have  it. 

“He  is  going  to  pay  himself,”  lie  said. 

At  this  juncture  one  of  the  ticket-sellers  came  up. 

“I’m  ther  man  to  receive  the  money,”  he  said. 

He  wore  a  badge  to  that  effect,  so  our  hero  nodded  and 
told  him  to  go  ahead  and  collect. 

Buster  Jake  paid  his  money  like  a  little  man. 

The  rest  were  more  than  glad  to,  by  their  actions,  and 
then  they  quieted  down. 

“Come  with  me,  Buster  Jake,”  said  Wild. 

“What  fur?”  was  the  reply. 

“Come  on!” 

Tbere  was  such  a  ring  of  command  in  the  boy’s  voice  that 
the  broncho  buster  said  no  more. 

He  rode  after  our  hero,  the  crowd  making  way  for  them 
to  pass. 

Wild  saw  Jarvey  and  his  daughter  a  short  distance  away, 
and  straight  to  them  he  made  his  way. 

“That  is  the  young  lady  you  came  near  killing,”  he  said 
to  Buster  Jake.  “Just  tell  her  you  are  sorry  that  you  acted 
in  that  way.” 

The  broncho  buster  took  off  his  hat  and  bowed  to  the  girl. 

“I’m  sorry  that  anything  happened,  miss,”  he  said,  hum¬ 
bly.  “T  hope  you  will  excuse  me.” 

She  noddqcl,  and  then  he  turned  to  Wild  and  said  : 

“Now,  T  reckon  you  oughter  be  satisfied,  young  feller.” 

“T  am,”  was  the  reply.  “Go  on  and  enjoy  yourself  now. 
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Rut  take*  my  advice  and  don't  get  so  reekless  that  you  will 
endanger  the  lives  of  those  here.” 

“Say,  what's  your  name?” 

“Young  Wild  West  is  my  name.” 

“Ah!"  and  the  man  gave  a  start.  “I  reckon  I’ve  heard 
of  yer.  You’re  all  right  when  you’ve  got  it  all  your  own 
way.  But  I  want  ter  tell  yer  something !  I  ain’t  one  as 
furgits  a  thing.” 

“Is  that  so?” 

“Yes!'’  and  a  flash  of  anger  shot  from  his  eyes. 

“Well,  if  you  want  satisfaction  I’ll  go  out  somewhere  and 
fight  it  out  with  you.” 

This  caused  a  different  look  to  come  over  Buster  Jake’s 
face. 

“Never  you  mind  about  that!”  he  exclaimed,  and  then 
turning,  he  rode  away  toward  the  other  end  of  the  enclosure, 
where  his  companions  had  gone. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  FUN  AT  FAIRPLAY  FAIR  BEGINS. 

When  the  people  all  got  in  and  became  scattered  about 
the  fair  grounds  there  did  not  appear  to  be  much  of  a  crowd, 
after  all. 

But  it  was  a  very  big  gathering  for  such  a  little  town  as 
Fairplay,  anyhow,  and  the  promoters  of  the  enterprise  were 
bubbling  with  satisfaction. 

As  the  disturbance  at  the  gate  occurred  a  prominent 
politician  of  the  state  had  just  started  to  deliver  an  ad¬ 
dress. 

*  *  .  *  ‘ 

He  had  been  interrupted,  but  now  that  the  excitement 
was  over  he  proceeded  with  his  speech. 

But  the  crowd  was  too  boisterous  to  listen  to  speech-mak¬ 
ing. 

Only  a  few  listened,  and  they  pronounced  it  a  fine  ad¬ 
dress. 

The  rest  were  going  about  trying  to  get  all  the  aftiuse- 
ment  they  could  among  the  various  sideshows  that  were 
strung  about  the  field. 

Jarvey,  the  wealthy  mine  owner,  managed  to  get  hold  of 
Young  Wild  West  again  just  as  the  speech  was  concluded. 

“  I  am  going  to  make  you  a  present  of  a  thousand  dollars 
for  saving  my  daughter’s  life,”  said  he.  “Here  it  is.” 

“I  must  refuse  it,  Mr.  Jarvey,”  answered  the  boy.  “I 
never  yet  took  money  for  the  saving  of  anyone’s  life.  I  am 
not  in  need  of  the  money,  anyhow ;  if  I  was  it  might  make  a 
difference.  I  own  a  gold  mine  or  two  myself,  so  you  will 
readily  understand  that  I  should  not  receive  money  for 
what  I  was  glad  to  be  able  to  do.  I  trust  that  your  daugh¬ 
ter  has  fully  recovered  from  the  shock.” 

“Yr>,  she  has  fully  recovered,  thank  you!”  and  Jarvey 
put  the  roll  of  bills  back  in  his  pocket.  “I  guess  I  under¬ 
stand  you,  Young  Wild  West.  You  have  my  everlasting 
gratitude,  anyhow.” 


“That  is  ample,  1  assure  you.” 

“Come  here,  Marie ;  1  want  to  introduce  you  to  the  young 
man  who  saved  your  life.  He  is  Young  Wild  West,  the 
Prince  of  the  Saddle  and  Champion  Deadshot  of  the  West, 
as  I  learned  a  few  minutes  ago.  He  will  not  take  a  reward, 
so  you  had  better  publicly  thank  him.”  *  ?  *  . 

“I  will  gladly  do  that,  father,”  answered  the  girl,  blush¬ 
ing  like  a  rose.  “Young  Wild  West,  I  desire  to  express  my 
heartfelt  thanks  for  your  brave  and  timely  action  in  saving 
me  from  being  trampled  under  the  feet  of  the  horses.  I 
shall  never  forget  it!  I  would  surely  have  been  killed  if 
you  had  not  caught  me  and  pulled  me  upon  your  horse.” 

Wild  bowed,  not  knowing  what  else  to  do  just  then. 

The  Jarveys  were  in  a  chatting  mood,  it  seemed,  and  it 
was  some  little  time  before  our  hero  could  find  an  excuse 
to  leave  their  company. 

The  cowboy  feats  were  not  set  down  for  the  opening  day, 
as  our  friends  learned,  so  they  started  in  to  take  in  the  fair, 
when  Cheyenne  Charlie  became  so  impatient  that  he  could 
no  longer  stay  still. 

There  were  many  attractions  at  the  fair  which,  at  the 
time  we  write  of,  were  quite  new,  especially  in  that  wild 
part  of  the  West. 

The  first  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  scout  as  they  left 
the  spot  where  they  had  been  talking  was  a  roped-in  place 
with  a  heavy  canvas  stretched  across  the  back. 

A  big  colored  man  stood  before  the  canvas,  grinning  and 
dancing  about  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  passers-by  and 
a  hawker  was  shouting : 

“Step  right  up,  gents,  an’  have  a  throw  at  ther  coon.  Hit 
him  with  an  egg  an’  yer  git  a  good  cigar !  Hit  him  on  ther 
head  an’  yer  git  five  dollars !  Step  right  up,  now;  ther  eggs 
is  only  fifty  cents  apiece !” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  promptly  dismounted,  a  grin  upon  his 
bronzed  countenance. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  try  that,  boys,”  said  he.  “If  I  can’t  hit 
that  nigger  with  an  egg  I’ll  chew  ther  buckle  off  my  belt!” 

“Well,  we  may  as  well  all  have  a  try  at  him,”  said  Wild, 
dropping  to  the  ground.  “We  came  here  to  have  some  fun, 
so  we  may  as  well  try  to  have  it.” 

Jim  nodded  approval,  and  the  next  minute  he  had 
dropped  to  the  ground. 

Several  cowboys  had  been  trying  to  hit  the  darky  with 

the  eggs,  but  none  of  them  had  been  able  to  win  more  than 
a  cigar. 

He  had  a  way  of  ducking  so  that  the  eggs  almost  invaria¬ 
bly  went  over  his  shoulders  or  over  the  top  of  his  woolly 
head. 


me  distance  to  throw  was  not  more  than  twenty  fe 
but  the  cowboys,  though  they  were  all  good  shots  with  t 
revolver,  could  not  make  out  very  well. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  thought  he  could  fix  the  darky  up 

short  order,  and  at  the  same  time  win  five  dollars  on 
investment  of  half  a  dollar. 

He  stepped  up  to  the  man  in  charge  and  bought  an  es 
It  was  only  a  common,  every-day  hens  egg.  but  he  pi 
fifty  cents  for  it  just  the  same. 
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It  is  quite  probable  that  the  eggs  were  not  over-fresh, 
but  that  made  no  difference  to  the  man  running  the  stand ; 
he  eared  not,  so  long  as  they  were  not  cracked  or  broken. 

“Jumpin'  prairie  dogs  !”  cried  the  scout,  as  he  posed  to 
make  a  throw.  “Watch  me  hit  ther  smoke-face  galoot  be¬ 
tween  ther  two  eves,  bovs !” 

He  let  the  ego-  20 

Of?  to  * 

But  the  darky  very  cleverly  dodged  it  and  it  broke  against 
the  canvas. 

“You  didn't  hit  him,  Charlie,”  said  Wild,  with  a  smile. 

“No!  I  reckon  he  was  a  little  too  quick  fur  me  that 
time.  ‘’Give  me  another  egg,  boss.” 

He  paid  over  another  half-dollar  and  got  another  egg. 

This  time  he  did  not  aim  so  high  when  he  threw  it,  and 
the  darky  received  it  in  the  pit  of  his  stomach. 

It  broke,  of  course,  and  with  a  shout  of  delight  the  scout 
reached  out  and  took  the  cigar  he  had  won. 

Then  he  tried  another  and  missed. 

_  «  ...  - 

Jim  Dart  then  took  a  hand  in  the  game. 

He  bought  three  eggs  and  threw  them  in  quick  succes¬ 
sion.  The  result  was  that  he  hit  the  darky  twice  on  the 
body,  but  failed  to  land  on  his  face  or  head. 

Young  Wild  West  had  been  watching  the  movements  of 
Jhe  human  target  closely. 

trim 'that-  he  ought  to  be  able  to  land  on  his 

head. 

His  practiced  eye  enabled  him  to  draw  a  line  pretty  well. 

He  stepped  over  and  bought  two  of  the  eggs. 

“Young  Wild  West  is  goin’  ter  try  ter  hit  ther  nigger !” 
yelled  the  big  miner  who  had  backed  our  hero  at  the  en¬ 
trance.  “Watch  him  slather  him,  boys!” 

Wild  never  turned  at  the  remark,  but  raised  one  of  the 
eggs  to  let  it  go. 

The  darky  was  grinning  tantalizingly,  and  that  made 
him  all  the  more  anxious  to  hit  him. 

Whizz ! 

The  egg  flew  on  a  line,  and  so  swift  di  dit  go  that  the 
colored  man  was  unable  to  duck  from  it. 

Spat ! 

It  struck  him  on  the  forehead  and  covered  his  face  with 
a  mess  of  sticky  yellow. 

A  howl  of  laughter  went  up  from  the  crowd  that  had 
gathered  about  the  fakir’s  stand. 

“That  won’t  go!”  exclaimed  the  man.  “Ther  nigger 
wasn’t  ready.  You  don’t  git  nothin’  fur  that.” 

“Didn’t  you  say  you  would  give  five  dollars  every  time 
the  darky  was  hit  on  the  head  or  face?”  our  hero  asked, 
looking  him  squarely  in  the  eyes. 

“’Yes,  but  he  wasn’t  ready  that  time.”. 

“He  wasn?t,  eh.'  Well,  you  just  hand  over  five  dollars, 
and  be  quick  about  it.  I  hit  him  squarely,  and  I  want  the 
prize.” 

“Yer  won’t  git  it.  Here’s  a  couple  of  cigars;  take  ’em 
an’  call  it  square.” 

“Oh,  no!” 

Wild  was  not  a  little  nettled  at  the  “skin”  game  that 
w;r-  being  played  on  him. 


He  was  going  to  have  what  belonged  to  him. 

If  you  don  t  hand  over  that  five  dollars  I'll  let  you  have 
this  other  egg  right  in  the  face!”  he  said,  calmly. 

An’  if  you  try  anything  like  that  I’ll  let  you  have  a  lead 
pill !  '  was  the  quick  retort. 

“Oh,  no  you  won’t!” 

‘\es,  I  will!  There  ain’t  nothin’  what  grows  that  kin 
scare  me.  Y  ou  throw  that  egg  at  me  an’  I'll  drop  yer  stone 
dead!” 

“You  won’t  do  anything  of  the  kind.” 

“Why  won’t  I?” 

“Because  I  won’t  let  you.” 

“You  jest  dare  ter  try  it,  an’  you’ll  see!” 

Spat ! 

Wild  let  the  bit  of  hen  fruit  go  and  it  brought  up  full 
upon  the  nose  of  the  fakir  ! 

He  staggered  back,  spitting  and  fuming,  making  a  grab 
for  his  shooter  as  he  did  so. 

“Let  go  that  shooter!” 

The  words  rang  out  sharp  and  distinct. 

As  Young  Wild  West  uttered  them  his  hand  flew  to  his 
belt  and  his  own  revolver  was  in  his  hand. 

But  the  fakir  did  not  heed  them. 

He  seized  the  weapon  by  the  butt  and  pulled  it  from  the 
holster. 

At  that  instant  a  report  rang  out,  and  with  a  yell  of  pain 
he  dropped  it. 

Wild  had  fired,  and  the  bullet  hit  the  back  of  his  hand, 
just  grazing  it. 

The  revolver  dropped  to  the  ground  and  the  man  flung 
his  hand  over  his  head. 

“Stingin’  tarantulars  !”  he  yelled.  “I'm  blinded  an’  shot, 
both !” 

“No,  you  are  not,”  retorted  our  hero,  coolly.  “You’ve 
got  a  stale  egg  broken  over  your  face  and  a  bullet  has  sim¬ 
ply  grazed  the  back  of  your  hand.  If  you  don’t  hand  over 
the  five  dollars  I  won  you  may  get  something  worse, 
though !” 

The  man  could  see  pretty  well  now. 

He  saw  the  smiling  face  of  a  handsome  boy  standing  be¬ 
fore  him,  and  above  all  a  smoking  revolver  pointed  directly 
at  him. 

He  realized  that  it  was  a  case  of  cross  the  bridge  or  go 
back. 

He  decided  to  go  back. 

He  ran  his  hand  in  a  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  handful  of 
money. 

Selecting  a  five-dollar  bill,  he  stepped  up  and  handed  it 
to  Wild. 

“Take  it !”  he  exclaimed.  “But  don't  yer  ever  let  me  set 
eyes  on  yer  ag’in !  If  yer  do  I’ll  shoot  yer  dead  in  your 
tracks !” 

“I  am  not  afraid  of  that,”  replied  the  boy,  nodding  and 
smiling  all  the  more.  “But  just  take  my  advice  and  don’t 
try  to  skin  anyone  out  of  what  they  win  again.  Tf  you  do 
you  may  get  the  worst  of  it.  Now,  T  don’t  want  this  money, 
so  T  will  take  a  dozen  eggs' and  call  it  square.” 
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“Ten  is  all  ye r  kin  have  fur  live  dollars.” 

“Is  that  so?  Well,  ten  will  do  then.” 

Wild  nodded  to  Charlie  and  Jim,  and  they  each  selected 
three  of  the  eggs  from  the  wide  basket  they  were  in. 

Then  he  took  four,  and,  turning  to  the  darky,  who  had 
ceased  to  grin  when  the  shot  was  fired  and  was  standing 
like  a  statue,  he  exclaimed : 

“Look  out  for  yourself,  Mr.  Coon!  We're  going  to  let 
go  at  you !” 

“All  right,  sah  !  Luff  ’em  come !”  was  the  retort. 

Then  the  human  target  began  getting  through  his  mo¬ 
tions. 

“Give  it  to  him,  boys!"  our  hero  cried,  and  all  three  be¬ 
gan  shying  the  eggs  at  him. 

About  four  out  of  the  ten  struck  him,  two  squarely  in  the 
face,  and  he  danced  livelier  than  before,  while  the  crowd 
howled  with  merriment. 

The  fakir  was  a  business  man,  if  nothing  else. 

“Step  right  up  and  join  in  the  fun,  gents!"  he  called 
out.  “Every  time  you  hit  the  nigger  yoir  get  a  cigar;  hit 
him  on  ther  head  or  in  ther  face  an'  yer  git  five  dollars. 
Come!  It’s  jest  like  pickin’  up  money!  Eggs  only  fifty 
cents  apiece!” 

He  was  wiping  the  smashed  egg  from  his  face  as  he 
spoke,  and  he  now  turned  his  attention  to  the  back  of  his 
hand,  which  was  bleeding  from  the  bullet  that  had  grazed 
it. 


CHAPTER  V. 

WHAT  WILD'S  ENEMIES  WERE  DP  TO. 

Leaving  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  enjoying 
the  fun  to  be  had  at  the  fair,  we  will  turn  our  attention  for 
awhile  to  Buster  Jake  and  his  gang. 

The  broncho  busters  were  not  so  angry  because  they  had 
paid  the  admission  price  to  the  ground,  but  they  did  feel 
that  thev  had  suffered  a  great  deal  of  humiliation  at  the 
hands  of  Young  Wild  West.  1 

They  were  a  rascally  lot,  anyhow,  and  it  was  nothing 
strange  that,  being  such,  they  would  long  to  have  revenge 
on  the  dashing  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle 

After  making  the  apology  to  the  young  lady  Buster  Jake 
rode  off  to  an  unoccupied  portion  of  the  grounds,  followed 
by  the  five  men  who  made  up  his  party. 

None  of  them  had  a  word  to  say  until  the  leader  came  to 
a  halt  and  dismounted. 

Then  the  smallest  man  in  the  crowd,  who,  by  the  way, 
bore  the  name  of  Clipper,  looked  at  Buster  Jake  and  re¬ 
marked  : 

“I  reckon  that  was  about  ther  worst  what  ever  haj3] 
ter  yer,  Jake.” 

“  I  reckon  it  was,”  came  the  prompt  reply. 

There  was  an  angry  light  in  the  fellow's  eyes  as  he  an- 


)ened 


“Once  in  awhile  a  good  shot  comes  along  an'  wins  five 
dollars,”  he  went  on.  “That  young  man  there  was  a  putty 
smart  duck.  He  not  only  won  ther  five,  but  he  smashed 
me  with  an  egg,  an'  then  got  ther  drop  on  me.  But  I  ain't 
ther  one  ter  raise  any  row  about  it.  1  was  mad,  of  course, 
an'  I  meant  ter  shoot,  but  I've  got  over  it  now.  I  ain't 
here  ter  fight;  I'm  here  ter  make  money!  Step  up  an’ 
make  ther  nigger  look  like  a  stewed  omelet  now !” 

Wild  smiled  when  he  heard  this. 

The  fakir  talked  as  though  he  was  going  to  let  the  matter 
drop,  but  he  knew  he  did  not  intend  to. 

He  could  tell  by  his  cut  that  he  was  not  that  sort  of  a 
man. 

But  Young  Wild  West  feared  no  man,  so  he  simply 
passed  on  to  the  next  attraction. 

This  happened  to  be  a  place  where  tin-type  pictures  were 
being  taken  at  the  price  of  a  dollar  apiece. 

Of  course  our  three  friends  felt  that  they  ought  to  have 
their  pictures  taken. 

They  seldom  got  the  chance,  and  as  they  had  come  to 
the  fair  to  have  some  fun,  they  were  not  going  to  miss  hav¬ 
ing  their  pictures  taken. 

They  passed  through  the  ordeal  all  right  and  were  satis¬ 
fied  with  what  they  got  for  their  money,  especially  Charlie. 

The  scout  was  delighted  with  his  picture  and  placed  it 
cnrefullv  away,  so  he  would  have  it  to  give  to  his  wife. 

Just  then  Johnny  Pav  and  his  crowd  of  cowbovs  came 

•  *  % 

along,  and  when  they  saw  Wild  and  his  partners  they 
promptly  stopped. 


swered. 

“What  are  yer  goin'  ter  do  about  it?” 

“Do  about  it?  Why,  I'm  goiiT  ter  riddle  that  feller 
^  oung  Wild  West  afore  he  starts  ter  leave  Fairplay!” 

“That's  it!”  nodded  one  of  the  others.  “He  ainT  got 
no  long  lease  on  his  life,  I  reckon.” 

“Well,  if  he  has  ther  lease  will  be  broke,  an*  don’t  yer 
furgit  it,  boys !  ’  exclaimed  the  leader,  as  he  felt  of  the 
outt  of  his  revolver.  “  1  hat  boy  is  a  regular  hurricane,  but 
that  makes  no  difference !  He  kin  be  caught  as  well  as  any¬ 
body  else  kin,  aiT  it  s  only  goin'  ter  be~a  question  of  time.” 

He  s  a  cool  hand,  all  right,”  said  Clipper,  musingly.  “I 

reckon  if  he  d  started  in  ter  shoot  some  of  us  would  have 

gone  under  afore  we  got  a  chance  ter  return  ther  compli¬ 
ment.” 


other.  *  ^  UJ 

“  I  guess  you  thought  as  how  you  might  be  one 

uou  t ,  oi  } on  d  have  opened  up  ther  game,”  remarked 
per,  sarcastically. 

the  retort11  ^  ^  an?thing;  it  was  Jake's,” 

]  ain'V10  an-  that’s  why  I  caved.” 

awk”  aU  N°  °De  bUt  a  f°o1  wou*d  throw  hil 

”TM’s  right  .Take!”  exclaimed  the  little  man. 

“Do  vpv?  I?  thl,ng  nbout  fns.”  resumed  the  U 

lookin’  ,  laLga'  1  kDOck*d  ^  her  horse  is  a 

lookin  \oung  lady?” 

“She  sartinly  is.” 
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"1  didn't  have  no  idea  that  1  was  goin’  ter  knock  her  oft 
her  horse,  or  I'd  have  slacked  up  a  little  when  we  made 
ther  rush  ter  git  through  ther  gate.  She’s  ther  sort  of  a  gal 
ter  strike  a  man’s  eye,  'specially  when  he’s  in  ther  market 
fur  a  wife.” 

“Are  you  in  ther  market  fur  a  wife?”  asked  Clipper, 
looking  at  the  big  broncho  buster  with  a  grin  on  his  rather 
thin  features. 

“I  reckon  I  am,”  was  the  prompt  rejoinder. 

“  Well,  if  you  could  git  that  gal  you’d  make  a  good  catch, 
I  reckon.  Her  old  man  is  putty  rich,  they  say.  Jarvey  is 
her  father,  you  know.” 

7  i/ 

“Yes,  I  know.  I’ve  seen  Jarvey  three  or  four  times, 
an'  I've  heard  a  lot  about  him,  but  this  is  ther  first  time  I 
ever  seen  his  purty  daughter.  I’m  jest  in  love  with  that 
gal,  fellers !” 

His  five  companions  laughed  just  as  though  they  consid¬ 
ered  it  a  great  joke. 

Buster  Jake  did  not  appear  to  relish  the  merriment. 

“You  galoots  ain’t  got  sense  enough  ter  ’predate  beauty 
wdien  yer  see  it,”  he  said,  after  a  short  pause. 

“Oh,  yes  we  have,  Jake,”  retorted  Clipper.  “We  do 
’predate  it  when  we  sees  it.  But  we  ain’t  got.  ther  nerve 
makiiT  love  to  a  mine  owner’s  darter.  Ha, 

ha,  ha !” 

“Makin’  love  be  blowed!  Yer  don’t  think  I’m  goin’  ter 
try  ter  court  ther  gal,  do  yer?” 

“How  else  do  yer  ’sped  ter  win  her,  Jake?”  spo*ke  up 
another  of  the  broncho  busters.. 

“Well,  if  I  git  her  at  all  it  will  be  a  case  of  have  her  first 
an’  court  her  afterwards.  That  ain't  ther  way  it’s  generally 
done,  but  it  would  be  sure  ter  work,  though.  If  I  had  her 
ther  worst  part  of  ther  business  would  be  done,  wouldn’t 
it?” 

“Yes,”  they  all  answered. 

“That’s  quite  easy  ter  see  in,”  added  Clipper.  “But  it’s 
what  I  calls  putty  dangerous  work,  though.  If  yer  mean 
ter  steal  ther  gal  an’  take  her  ter  some  hidin’-place  yer  will 
have  ter  be  mighty  partickler  how  yer  do  it,  Jake.” 

“Well,  never  mind.  I  ain’t  exactly  made  up  my  mind 
what  I’ll  do  yet.  One  thing,  though,  I’m  in  love  with  that 
gal,  an’  I’m  mighty  sorry  I  come  near  hurtin’  her.” 

“Jake  is  gittin’  sentimental,”  observed  one  of  the  rascals. 

“Sentimental?  What’s  sentimental?”  inquired  the 
leader. 

“Oh,  yer  are  gittin’  ter  think  of  things  that’s  grand  an’ 
sublime-like.” 

“What’s  sublime-like?” 

Buster  Jake  acted  as  though  he  wras  very  anxious  to 
know. 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  yer  what  sublime-like  is,  Jake,”  said  the 
rnan,  '■^■ratching  his  head  thoughtfully  and  trying  hard  to 
find  words  for  what  he  wanted  to  say.  “If  you  was  ter  see 
a  huffier  cow  lookin’  up  at  ther  moon  an’  wishin’  she  could 
fly  like  a  bird  that  would  be  what  yer  call  sublime-like.” 

“He,  he,  he!”  giggled  Clipper.  “That’s  it,  kerzactly!” 


Jhen  they  all  laughed,  and  even  Buster  Jake  conde¬ 
scended  to  smile. 

The  subject  was  changed  then,  and  they  proceeded  to  take 
in  what  was  to  be  seen  at  the  fair. 

But  they  took  good  care  to  keep  as  far  away  from  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  friends  as  possible. 

They  had  had  quite  enough  of  our  hero  for  that  day. 

As  they  could  get  all  they  wanted  to  eat  and  drink  at  the 
fair  grounds,  the  broncho  busters  did  not  leave  until  close 
to  nightfall. 

As  they  were  riding  past  the  stand  where  the  negro  had 
been  dodging  about  at  the  eggs  those  who  thought  it  worth 
while  to  pay  half  a  dollar  apiece  for  to  throw  at  him,  they 
found  the  fakir  just  closing  up  business  for  the  day. 

The  managers  of  the  fair  had  decided  that  everything 
must  close  at  six  each  day  except  the  last  day. 

“Hello!”  called  out  the  fakir,  as  he  caught  sight  of  the 
broncho  busters.  “Say!  ain’t  you  ther  galoots  what  had 
trouble  at  ther  gate,  an’  then  got  called  by  Young  Wild 
West  after  you  got  in?” 

“I  reckon  we  are,”  answered  Buster  Jake.  “What  about 
it?” 

“Oh,  I  jest  wanted  ter  sympathize  with  yer,  that’s  all.” 

The  men  stopped  their  horses  and  looked  at  the  fellow. 

“I  suppose  you  fellers  like  Young  Wild  West  fur  callin’ 
yer  so  hard?” 

“Yes,  we  like  him!”  nodded  Clipper.  “We  like  him  so 
much  that  jve’d  like  ter  put  him  somewheres  so  no  one 
could  ever  harm  him  !” 

“I  thought  so,”  and  the  fakir  grinned.  “That  boy  sar- 
tinly  did  make  you  fellers  look  like  a  lot  of  sick  cats.” 

“Well,  shet  up  about  it!”  exclaimed  Buster  Jake.  “You 
ain’t  tryin’  ter  pick  a  row  with  us,  are  yer?”  • 

“Oh,  no!”  was  the  quick  reply.  “I’m  jest  sympathizin’ 
with  yer,  that’s  all.” 

“Why,  what  makes  yer  sympathize  with  us?”  queried 
Clipper,  looking  at  him  curiously. 

“  ’Cause,”  and  the  man’s  face  assumed  a  more  serious 
look,  “he  sorter  made  a  fool  out  of  me  to-day.” 

“Oh !”  exclaimed  Buster  Jake.  “I  begin  ter  see.  What 
did  Young  Wild  West  do  to  yer?” 

“Busted  a  stale  egg  in  my  face,  an’  then  shot  my  shooter 
out  of  my  hand.” 

The  broncho  busters  looked  at  each  other. 

They  saw  an  ally  in  the  fakir  right  away. 

“My  name  is  Hopper,”  went  on  the  man  at  the  egg  stand. 
“I  call  myself  a  putty  good  fakir,  an’  I’m  putty  handy  with 
a  gun.  But  this  here  Young  Wild  West  certainly  made  me 
a  sick-lookin’  object  to-day.  I  made  up  my  mind  ter  git 
square  on  him,  an’  when  I  seen  you  was  ther  fellers  what 
was  called  so  neatly  by  him,  I  jest  says  to  myself,  Til  speak 
to  ’em  an’  see  how  they  feel  toward  Young  Wild  West.’ 
That’s  how  I  come  ter  speak,  to  yer,  boys.” 

The  ice  was  broken  now.  * 

The  six  villains  realized  that  they  could  now  talk  with 
Hopper,  as  he  had  introduced  himself,  the  same  as  though 
he  had  always  been  one  of  them. 
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“I'm  a  vengeful  sort  of  a  feller,”  Hopper  said,  after  a 
pause.  “1  always  make  it  a  p’int  ter  git  square  with  any¬ 
one  what  does  me  a  wrong.  That  boy's  jest  made  a  laughin’ 
stock  outer  me  to-day,  an’  I’ve  sartinly  got  ter  git  revenge.” 

“1  should  reckon  so,”  nodded  Buster  Jake.  “I  don't 
know  but  that  you  got  about  as  bad  as  I  did,  only  in  a  dif¬ 
ferent  way.” 

The  darky,  who  had  been  washing  the  egg-matter  from 
his  head  and  face,  now  stepped  over. 

“De  young  feller  youse  done  talk  about  is  de  only  one 
wliat  hit  me  in  de  face  to-day,”  he  observed,  looking  at 
Buster  Jake  and  grinning  like  a  monkey.  “He  done  hit 
me  Tree  times  in  de  face.” 

“Well,  he’s  a  little  more  than  ordinary,  I  reckon,”  was 
the  retort.  “If  he  hadn’t  been  he  wouldn’t  have  got  me 
like  he  did.” 

“No,  nor  me,  either,”  spoke  up  the  boss. 

“He  shoot  quick,  an’  mighty  straight,  too/ boss,”  said 
the  darky.  * :  •  - 

“I  know  all  about  that,  Gustus,”  Hoppet  answered.  “The 
first  thing  you  know  he  will  be  trying  ter  shoot  out  that 
wall-eye  you’ve  got.” 

The  negro  did  have  a  peculiar  looking  eye,  and  he  rolled 
it  ominously  as  he  replied : 

“I  done  carry  a  razor,  boss.  It  mighty  sharp,  too.  I  no 
like  de  young  feller,  an’  I  jes’  fix  him  good  an’  hard !  1 

cut  him  deep,  too,  when  I  gits  at  him.” 

“Well,  if  you  finish  him  up  by  to-morrer  noon  I’ll  jest 
make  yer  a  present  of  fifty  dollars,”  said  Buster  Jake. 

The  darky’s  wall-eye-  rolled  with  delight,  though  it  really 
looked  awesome. 

“I  done  tackle  de  job,”  he  said,  nodding  his  woolly  head. 
“I  fix  Young  Wild  West,  as  yo’  done  calls  him.” 

The  darky  now  moved  over  to  a  tent  that  was  close  to 
the  stand  and  got  out  a  frying-pan  and  a  bundle  of  wood. 

As  he  lighted  a  fire  Buster  Jake  looked  at  Hopper  and 
observed : 

“Is  here  where  yer  hang  up?” 

“Yes,”  was  the  retort.  “There  ain’t  no  place  in  ther 
blamed  old  town  ter  stop  at.” 

“I  reckon  we’ll  have  ter  camp  out,  too.  Ther  ranch  we 
hail  from  is  about  a  hundred  miles  from  here.  We  ain’t 
got  much  with  us  ter  cook  with,  though.” 

“You  kin  stop  here  an’  bunk  in  with  us,  if  yer  want 
ter.” 

“  But  how  could  we  manage  it  ?  All  visitors  must  leave 
ther  grounds  at  six,  so  ther  sign  at  ther  gate  reads.” 

“I  kin  fix  that.  Jest  come  over  to  ther  ticket  office  with 
me.  You’ve  got  money,  I  reckon,  so  yer  kin  buy  tickets 
that  will  admit  you  every  day.  Then  I’ll  say  that  I've  hired 
you  ter  help  me  in  my  business.  I  need  some  fellers  ter 
Hart  ther  ball  rollin’  when  there  ain't  much  doin’,  anyhow. 
Wait !  You  needn’t  go  there  at  all !  Jest  give  me  ther 
money  an’  I’ll  go  an’  git  ther  season  tickets.  They  might 
question  ther  game  if  they  was  ter  see  you  fellers,  ’cause 
they  know  you’re  ther  ones  what  caused  ther  trouble.” 


“That’s  riaht !  I  reckon  we’ve  got  enough  ter  pay  ther 
price,  an’  a  whole  lot  more  besides,  eh,  boys?”  I 

“That’s  what’s  ther  matter!”  came  the  reply.  I 

“Well,  you  oughter  have  a  good  deal  more  when  ther  fair 
closes  if  yer  keep  your  eyes  open,  said  Hopper.  ‘There  j  fl 
more  ways  than  one  ter  make  money  on  these  grounds.”  1 

He  told  them  how  the  season  tickets  were,  and  when  the 
money  had  been  paid  to  him  walked  over  to  the  ticket  office. 

He  was  not  gone  more  than  ten  minutes,  and  when  he 

came  back  his  face  wore  a  smile. 

“It  was  easy  enough,  boys!'’  he  exclaimed.  “Now,  jest 
give  me  your  names,  so  I  kin  go  back  an  have  em  put  on 
ther  tickets,  an’  then  it  will  be  all  right.”  I 

This  was  soon  done,  and  then  the  broncho  busters  pre-  | 
pared  to  make  themselves  as  comfortable  as  possible  in  their 
new  quarters. 

They  had  blankets  with  them  and  also  a  couple  of  coffee¬ 
pots  and  frying-pans. 

All  they  needed  was  the  provender. 

During  their  trip  from  the  ranch  they  had  started  from 
they  had  used  up  all  the  provisions  they  had,  and  as  they 
had  just  landed  in  town  that  morning  they  had  not  pur¬ 
chased  any  more. 

“Ther  grub  is  all  right,  anyhow,”  said  K^pper^g^-aT-  - 
ways  buys  my  dinner  at  a  stand  when  I’m  around  ter  such 
fairs  as  this.  I’ve  been  in  this  business  two  years  now,  an’ 

I  goes  from  one  place  to  another.  Ther  last  one  I  was  to 
was  at.  a  county  fair  in  Kansas.  I  made  over  two  thousand 
dollars  that-  week  at  ther  egg  game,  an’  I  lifted  from  ther 
pockets  of  ther  unsuspectin’  ones  more  than  double  that 
amount.  You  kin  bet  that  this  is  a  good  business!” 

“I  should  reckon  it  was !”  exclaimed  Buster  Jake,  looking 
at  the  fakir  with  admiring  eyes. 

Hopper  had  more  than  enough  for  supper  for  the  whole 
lot,  so  they  made  out  all  right. 

“This  suits  me  to  a  T,”  said  the  fakir,  as  he  lighted  a 
cigar  after  the  meal  was  finished.  “I  jest  feel  like  takin’ 
a  walk  around  ther  town,  an'  a  couple  of  your  men  kin  look 
after  ther  place  here.  I  wanter  take  ther  nigger  along, 
’cause  it  might  be  that  he’ll  git  a  chance  ter  carve  up  Young 
Wild  West.” 

i 

#  ~ 

I 

CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  SILVER  SPURS. 

Aoung  Wild  West  and  his  partners  put  in  a  good  day  of 
it  at  the  Fairplay  Fair,  and  when  night  came  they  were  glad 
to  go  to  their  camp. 

Johnny  Pay  and  his  men  went  with  them,  as  might  bo 
supposed,  so  it  was  quite  a  jolly  crowd  that  gathered  around 
the  campfire  that  night  when  supper  was  cooked  and  served. 

Theirs  was  not  the  only  camp  in  the  vicinity. 

They  were  scattered  about  all  over  the  vacant’  lots  in  the 
town. 

Many  tourists  who  had  bee 


n  stopping  at  Denver  when 
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they  heard  of  the  fair  had  come  down,  but  they  had  taken 
up  at  the  hotels,  paying  very  fancy  prices  for  the  accom- 
medations  they  received. 

Several  of  this  class  of  people  were  walking  about  the 
town  looking  at.  the  rough  Western  men  as  they  lounged 
about  camp. 

The  lack  of  tents  seemed  to  surprise  them. 

Three  or  four  men  and  a  couple  of  ladies  stopped  at  the 
camp  of  our  friends  and  showed  signs  of  great  interest 
when  they  saw  Jim  Dart  and  a  couple  of  the  cowboys  wash¬ 
ing  up  the  pans  and  kettles  they  had  used  to  prepare  the 
evening  meal. 

‘•Mho  is  the  leader  of  this  band  of  cowboys ?”  one  of 
‘the  gentlemen  asked. 

f” There  he  is !”  spoke  up  Johnny  Pay,  pointing  out  Wild 
before  anyone  else  could  say  a  word. 

The  sightseers  promptly  turned  to  our  hero. 

“What  is  your  name,  please ?”  the  inquisitive  one  asked. 

“  Young  Wild  West  is  the  name  I  go  by,”  was  the  reply. 

"Young  Wild  West,  eh?  An  appropriate  name,  I  think. 
But  that  is  not  your  real  name  ?” 

I  “The  only  one  I  ever  remember  of  having,”  replied  Wild. 

Lfiat  so?  Was  your  father  named  West?”.  .  .. 

“My  foster" father  bore  that  name.  My  parents  were 
murdered  by  Indians  when  I  was  very  small.  A  troop  of 
cavalry  came  along  too  late  to  prevent  the  slaughter  gmd 
the  burning  of  the  cabin,  and  they .  f oimd  me  lying  in  a 
clump  of.  bushes,  unharmed.  The  leader  of .  the ,  cavalry 
was.  named  William  West,  and  he  adopted  me.  He  gave 
the  name  of  .Young  Wild  West  to  me,,  because  I- was  very 
young,  and.it  was  a.  wild  spot  they  found  me  in.  -  That  is 
all  I  know,  sir.”  ....... 

"How  interesting!'’  exclaimed  one  of  the  ladies.  "You 

■ _  *  .... 

have  always  lived  in  the  wild  West,  then?” 

"Oh,  I  spent  about  five  years  in  St.  Louis.  I  went  to 
school  there,  but  as  soon  as  I  thought  I  had  learned  enough 
I  drifted  back  to  the  wildness  of  the  mountains  and  prai¬ 
ries.  There  is  no  place  like  them  to  me !”• 

"But  you  are  only  a  boy  yet.  You  will  take  to  the 
thickly-settled  places  later  on,  I  think,”  spoke  up  the  other 
lady  member  of  the  party. 

"  Perhaps  so ;  but  I  hardly  believe  it,  madam.  The  whirr 
of  the  lariat  and  the  crack  of  the  six-shooter  is  music  to 
my  ears,  and  I  hardly  think  one  hears  such  sounds  in  the 
crowded  cities  of  our  land.”  -  ~  -  ■ 

"No,  but  they  hear  other  sounds,  such  as  the  rumble  of 
trucks  and ‘the  rattling  of  street  cars.  Civilization  will 
force  its  way  even  here  some  day,  and  then  there  will  be  no 
more  wild  riding  and  shooting  on  the  boundless  plains,  for 
there  will  be  houses  and  stores  here  instead.” 

"That  will  be  a  long  while  after  we  are  dead,”  said  Wild, 
with  a  smile. 

"Well,  perhaps  it  will.  '  Have  you  ever  been  East?” 

"No,  madam  ;  but  1  hope  to  make  a  trip  there  some  time. 
1  am  anxious  to  see  what  New  York  is  like,  hut  T  am  sure 

J  wouldn’t  want  to  stay  there  very  long.” 


“V  hat  is  the  largest  city  you  have  ever  been  to?”  asked 
the  man  who  had  started  the  conversation. 

“Oh,  we  have  been  to  ’Frisco.” 

“And  did  you  like  it?” 

“Yes,  pretty  well.  But  Denver  is  a  good  enough  city 
for  me.  If  a  fellow  gets  into  trouble  there  he  can  assert 
himself  and  stick  up  for  his  rights,  and  there  ain’t  no  big 
time  made  over  it.  If  a  man  picks  a  quarrel  with  you  and 
tries  to  shoot  you,  it’s  your  place  to  drop  him,  you  know.” 

“You  have' never  shot  anyone,  though?”  and  the  ladies 
looked  surprised. 

Young  Wild  West  laughed. 

"I  have  never  shot  anyone  unless  it  was  to  save  myself  or 
someone  pretty  dear  to  me,”  he  answered. 

"You  can  shoot  pretty  straight,  I  suppose?”  queried  the 
talkative  man. 

"Yes,  pretty  straight.” 

"Are  you-  going  to  enter  in  the  contests  that  are  to  take 
place  to-morrow  and  the  next  day  at  the  fair?” 

"Yes,  I  guess  I  will  have  a  try  at  the  game.” 

"  There  is  a -pair  of  silver  spurs  offered  for  the  best  feats 
of  horsemanship,  I  understand.  I  have  heard  that  it  is  the 
prize  that  will  claim  the  most  entries  for.” 

"Yes,  I  heard  about  the  silver  spurs.  My  two  partners 
told  me  I  ought  to  try  for  them,  so  I  have  taken  their  ad¬ 
vice,  and  I  mean  to.  We  have  another  aspirant  for  them 
here,  too — Johnnj  Pay,  the  Champion  Cowboy  Athlete! 
Step  out,  Johnny,  and  let  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  see  how 
you  look.”  ... ■  t 

Blushingly,  the  leader  of  the  cowboys  did  so. 

"I  won’t  stand  no  chance  fur  ther  silver  spurs — not  while 
Young  Wild  West  is  around,”  he  said.  "But  I’m  goin’ 
inter  ther  contest  jest  ter  help  make  it  interestin’.” 

"So  you  think  you  won’t  stand  any  show?”  observed  one 
of  the  men. 

"No.  Young  Wild  West  is  ther  Prince  of  ther  Saddle 
an’  ther  Champion  Deadshot  of  ther  West.  There  ain’t  no 
one  as  kin  beat  him  with  a  rifle  or  six-shooter,  an’  though  I 
ain’t  never  seen  him  do  any  fancy  ridin’,  I  jest  know  enough 
about  him  ter  feel  satisfied  that  he’s  entitled  ter  bein’  called 
ther  Prince  of  ther  Saddle.” 

"That  is  a  very  good  recommendation,  I  should  say,”  said 
one  of  the  ladies,  looking  at  our  hero  and  smiling.  "I  do 
not  want  to  miss  seeing  the  contest  for  the  silver  spurs.” 

"Well,  I  hear  that  they  have  arranged  it  to  take  place 
at  two  to-morrow  afternoon.” 

“Yes,  that  is  the  time  set  down  for  it,”  said  the  man. 

After  talking  for  about  ten  minutes  the  sightseers  passed 
on  to  take  in  some  of  the  other  camps. 

"Ther  silver  spurs  is  on  exhibition  at  ther  Globe  Hotel,” 
said  Johnny  Pay,  as  it  got  dark.  "What  do  yer  say  if  we 
go  an’  have  a  glimpse  at  ’em,  Wild?” 

"Good!  I  should  like  to  see  them.” 

"So  would  I,”  spoke  up  Jim  Dart. 

"Me,  too!”  chimed  in  the  scout. 

All  the  men  expressed  a  desire  to  sec  them,  but  Johnny 
Pay  shook  his  head  and  said  : 
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“I  reckon  it  won’t  do  ter  leave  ther  horses  alone,  boys. 
Ther  blamed  old  town  is  full  of  crooks,  an’  there’s  no 
tellin’  what  might  happen.  Two  or  three  of  yer  oughter 
stay  right  here,  anyhow.” 

He  soon  found  three  to  volunteer  to  stay  and  take  charge 
of  the  camp. 

Then  they  started  for  the  hotel  that  was  called  the  Globe. 

It  was  quite  a  pretentious  building  for  a  towrn  of  the  size, 
and  when  they  got  to  it  they  found  there  was  a  crowd  there. 

Cowboys,  cattle  punchers,  broncho  busters  and  miners 
were  there  in  full  force. 

They  all  wanted  to  see  the  silver  spurs,  too. 

It  was  in  the  bar  of  the  hotel  where  the  prize  w'as  on 
exhibition,  so  after  no  little  delay  Wild  and  his  companions 
managed  to  squeeze  their  way  in. 

The  silver  spurs  hung  by  a  piece  of  red  ribbon  in  front 
of  the  mirror  that  "was  directly  back  of  the  bar,  and  that, 
was  the  closest  one  could  get  to  them. 

An  ’inscription  telling  what  they  were  and  what  for, 
together  with  a  warning  not  to  handle  them,  was  tacked 
above  them. 

The  spurs  were  really  of  no  great  value,  as  far  as  the 
amount  of  silver  in  them  was  concerned,  but  they  would 
make  a  suitable  trophy  for  the  one  who  proved  lucky  enough 
to  win  them. 

As  Young  Wild  West  pushed  his  way  forward  to  get  a 
good  view  of  them  who  should  he  find  standing  there  but 
Buster  Jake  and  the  egg  man ! 

“I  reckon  I’m  ther  galoot  as  will  wear  them  spurs  after 
to-morrer  afternoon!”  Buster  Jake  was  saying.  “Hopper, 
yer  jest  oughter  see  me  when  I  git  ter  tryin’  myself  out 
with  a  broncho !  I’m  a  sundowmer  on  wheels,  I  am  I” 

“Well,  I  hear  there  are  over  fifty  entries,”  Wild  heard 
the  fakir  answer.  “You’ll  have  ter  be  up  an’  doin’,  Jake.” 

“  Jest  wait  an’  see.” 

Just  then  the  big  broncho  buster  caught  sight  of  our  hero. 

He  was  within  four  feet  of  him,  too,  but  had  not  seen 
him  come  through  the  crowed. 

He  shut  up  instantly  and  stepped  back  out  of  the  way. 

Wild  saw  him  place  his  lips  close  to  the  ears  of  the  fakir 
and  say  something  in  a  whisper. 

Then  Hopper  turned  and  had  a  look  at  the  boy. 

He  could  not  repress  an  ugly  scowl,  and,  knowing  that  it 
was  intended  to  show  his  dislike  for  him,  Wild  smiled  and 
said : 

A  What’s  the  matter,  Mr.  Egg  Man?” 

“1  wasn’t  sayin’  anything  to  you,”  was  the  surly  re¬ 
joinder. 

“1  know  you  wasn't,  but  you  was  doing  some  awful 
scowling.  “I  don’t  like  to  be  scowled  at  when  I  come  into 
a  place.  I  see  you  managed  to  wipe  off  the  egg  that  got 
smashed  over  your  face.” 

Hopper  made  no  reply  to  this. 

Just  then  a  new  contingent  came  jostling  into  the  bar- 
Toom. 

“Hooray  P  yelled  a  brawny-looking  fellow  in  a  bright 


yellow  shirt.  -‘There’s  them  silver  spurs,  boys!  Have 
look  at  'em,  fur  they’re  mine !” 


3k  at  'em  tur  tney  • 

u  Hooray ,  Hooray !”  yelled  the  half  a  dozen  with  him. 
.“Let’s  have  a  drink,  boys!  Them  silver  spurs  is  goin’ 
ter  be  ther  property  of  Buck  Bolan,  ther  cow  puncher,  an’ 
he’s  goin’  ter  treat  you  on  ther  strength  of  it !” 

“They’re  as  good  as  yours  now,  Buck,”  spoke 


nn  ati/d  nf 


ain't!” 

“I  say  they  ain’t!”  cried  Cheyenne  Charlie,  m  a  ringing 
voice.  “If  anybody  has  got  a  mortgage  on  them  silver  spurs 
it’s  Young  Wild  W est ! 

“I’ll  bet  yer  a  hundred  Young  Wild  West  don’t  win  ther 
spurs!”  retorted  the  cow-puncher,  flashing  a  roll  of  bills. 

“I’ll  go  yer!” 

It  did  not  take  two  minutes  to  put  the  money  in  the 
hands  of  the  proprietor  of  the  place,  and  then  Buck  Bolan 
turned  to  Charlie  and  exclaimed : 

“You’ve  bet  on  Young  Wild  West,  stranger,  so  yer 
oughter  be  able  ter  tell  me  where  he  is.  I’d  like  ter  have 
a  look  at* him,  I’ve  heard  so  much  about  him.” 

“There  he  is,  right  behind  you,”  answered  the  scout. 

The  big  cow  puncher  in  the  yellow  shirt  turned  around. 

“Are  you  ther  youngster  what  thinkshg’^got  a  jam  tgagy 
on  them  spurs?”  he  asked. 

“I  didn't  say  anything  like  that,”  Wild  said,  evasively. 

“♦Well,  your  friend  did,  then.  That’s  about  the  same.” 

“Hardly  the  same,  my  friend.  I  am  simply  going  to  try 
and  win  the  spurs,  and  that  is  what  yon  and  the  rest' are 
going  to  do,  I  suppose.” 

“Yes,  that’s  so.  But  wiien  it  comes  ter  a  boy  goin’  up 

ag’in  men  in  a  game  of  this  kind  I  can’t  see  what  show  he’s 
got.” 

“Who?” 

“Why,  ther  boy.” 

Oh,  that’s  it,  eh  ?  Well,  you  may  see  what  kind  of  a 
show  he  has  got  after  tilings  get  under  way.” 

The  man  laughed  good-naturedly. 

He  was  not  one  of  the  quarrelsome  sort.  ■  j 

Our  friends  all  had  a  good  look  at  the  silver  spurs  and 

then  they  wTcnt  out  so  others  could  have  a  show  to  see 
them. 


v  wmxv,  a  wcu.iv  aiuuiiu  luvtn  at 

suggestion  of  Johnny  Pay. 

In  spite  of  the  advice  their  leader  had  given  them,  s< 
ol  the  cowboys  wanted  whisky. 

,,  ^  ^  an*f  Jou  d  better  go  it  light,  boys,”  he  1 

lem.  3ou  ie  goin  ter  try  fur  any  of  ther  prizes  yc 

10  ke?p  strai?ht  to-night.  Then  'you'll  feel  like  d 
somethin’  to-morrer.” 

mirmf10  l  011  fading  for  a  saloon,  so  a 

minutes  later  they  brought  up  at.  one. 

I  pr°  mI'*'  place  in  the  town.  too.  for 

Ru  r*  TndAere  n  h«^og  lot. 
nol  ther  ft’'1"’  110  d,IT<’rpno«  to  the  cowboys.  They  v 
V i  n,  f0r  mPn:  ,W  "-tod  whiskv.  ' 

,W  P!ml  for  a  ruu“<U.king  u  cigar  himself,  as  UU1  J 
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Then  he  insisted  on  going  out,  calling  Charlie  to  come 

along. 

Johnny  Pay  tried  to  get  his  men  to  come,  too,  but  they 
had  got  a  taste  of  the  tanglefoot,  as  they  called  it,  and  they 
would  not  stir  from  the  bar. 

“Let  'em  git  drunk,  then!”  he  exclaimed  in  disgust. 

“You  can't  stop  them  unless  you  kill  'em,”  said  the  scout, 
with  a  grin;  uan’  I  reckon  they're  a  too  good  lot  of  boys  to 
be  killed.” 

Wild  and  his  partners  and  Johnn}T  Pay  started  back  to 
their  camp. 

About  halfway  to  it  a  darky  came  up  to  them. 

“W  hich  of  vouse  am  Young  Wild  West?”  he  asked. 

“That's  me,”  answered  our  hero. 

“Here  am  a  note  from  Mistah  Jarvey,  den,1"  and  it  was 
handed  over. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

/ 

YOUXG  WILD  WEST’S  GREAT  PERIL. 

Wild  looked  sharply  at  the  colored  man  as  he  took  the 
no  ie. 

Wlio^gog^yoii  -this?”  he  asked. 

“Mistah  Jarvey,  sah.”  - 

“Do  you  live  at  Mr.  Jarvey’s?” 

“Yes,  sah.” 

:  i  ••  « 

“And  he  sent  you  with  this  note  to  me?” 

“Yes,  sah.”  x 

•  “Well,  wait  till  I  get  where  I  can  see  and  I  will  read  it. 
Was  there  to  be  an  answer?'” 

“Yes,  sah,  him  say  wait  an’  see  what  you  say.” 

Our  hero  walked  along  until  they  got  in  front  of  a  store. 

Then  by  aid  of  the  lighted  lamp  in  the. window  he  read 
the  following: 

V 

“Dear  Mr.  West — Kindly  call  at  my  residence  this  even¬ 
ing  before  nine.  I  have  something  to  give  you  in  the  way 
of  a  reward,  since  you  would  not  accept  money  to-day.  Let 
my  man  know  whether  you  will  come  or  not. 

“Truly  yours, 

f  “B.  J.  JARVEY.” 

That  was  all  there  was  to  it. 

The  note  was  in  a  plain,  business-like  handwriting,  so  it 
did  not  occur  to  our  hero  that  there  could  be  anything 
wrong  about  it. 

“All  right,”  he  said  to  the  darky.  “Tell  your  boss  I  will 
be  around  in  about  half  an  hour.  Let  me  see,  where  is  the 
house?” 

“Right  out  dis  way  on  de  right,”  was  the  reply.  “It 
is  only  five  minutes’  walk  from  here,  an’  it  am  de  only 
hou-e  in  town  what  hah  got  a  nameplate  on  de  door.” 

“Well,  all  right.  I  ll  be  there  in  half  an  hour.” 

The  negro  took  his  departure  and  then  Wild  looked  at 
hh  watch  and  saw  that  it  was  but  a  few  minutes  past  eight. 


“  1  reckon  I  know  what  tlier  mine  owner  wants  to  give 
you,  V  ild,”  said  Cheyenne  Charlie,  with  a  grin. 

“What?”  came  the  question. 

“Veil,  I  noticed  that  ther  gal  seemed  to  look  at  you 
with  mighty  bright  eyes.  It  might  be  that  he  wants  to  give 
her  to  you.” 

“That  talk  is  nonsense,  Charlie.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  mean  for  an  instant  that  you’d  accept  ther 
gift,  V  ild.  I  know  that  there’s  only  one  girl  in  ther  whole 
creation  for  you,  an’  that  is  putty  Arietta,  who  is  waitin' 
for  you  in  Denver.  But  neither  Jarvey  nor  his  daughter 
knows  that  you've  got  a  sweetheart.” 

“Well,  I  think  that  would  be  a  queer  sort  of  a  present 
for  a  father  to  give  away  unless  he  was  asked  for  it.” 

“So  I  should  say !”  exclaimed  Dart. 

They  all  made  their  way  to  the  camp  now. 

Wild  paused  long  enough  to  put  on  a  new  tie  and  brush 
’his  hair  a  bit,  and  then  he  set  out  for  the  house  of  the  mine 
owner. 

He  had  marked  the  way  the  negro  pointed  out,  and  he 
was  soon  pursuing  his  way  in  that  direction. 

When  he  had  walked  about  two' minutes  he  found  himself 
at  the  very  outskirts  of  the  town. 

Then  it  occurred  to  him  that  the  way  the  darky  had 
pointed  led  out  of  the  town  instead  of  in  it. 

“It  may  be  that  he  has  built  a  fine  residence  near  his 
mine,”  he  thought.  “Perhaps  it  is  around  that  bend  over 
there.” 

He  started  for  the  bend  and  soon  came  to  it. 

There  was  scarcely  the  vestige  of  a  trail  there  and  the 
ground  was  rough  and  stony. 

Young  Wild  West  was  just  beginning  to  think  that  he 
had  made  a  mistake  when  something  entirely  unexpected 
to  him  happened. 

A  rope  noose  suddenly  dropped  over  his  head/  and  with 
a  sudden  jerk  his  arms  were  pinned  to  his  sides,  while  he 
was  thrown  to  the  ground  ! 

“Hey,  there !”  he  exclaimed.  “What  are  you  up  to,  you 
cowardly  hounds?  Let  go  that  rope!’ 

A  hoarse  laugh  was  the  reply  and  then  three  forms  sprang 
upon  him  and  held  him  tightly  to  the  earth. 

A  hand  was  clapped  over  his  mouth,  and  then  in  spite  of 
his  struggles  he  was  quickly  overpowered  and  relieved  of 
his  weapons. 

“So  yer  thought  you’d  go  an’  see  what  ther  rich  mine 
owner  wanted  ter  give  yer,  hey?”  said  a  mocking  voice, 
which  the  boy  quickly  recognized  as  belonging  to  Buster 
Jake,  the  broncho  buster. 

“He,  he,  he!  But  it  war  easy,  boss!”  and  then  Wild 
heard  the  chuckle  of  the  very  darky  who  had  delivered  the 
note  to  him  but  a  few  minutes  before. 

But  he  realized  something  that  he  had  not  when  the  fel¬ 
low  caine  to  him  with  the  note. 

It  was  the  negro  who  had  been  acting  as  a  human  target 
that  day  for  those  who  desired  to  throw  eggs  at  him  at  the 
I  rate  of  fifty  cents  a  throw. 
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In  his  present  wearing  apparel  our  hero  had  failed  to 
recognize  him. 

If  he  had  he  would  not  now  have  been  in  trouble. 

But  it  was  too  late  now,  so  the  brave  boy  simply  made 
the  best  of  it,  keeping  cool  as  an  iceberg. 

He  knew  he  was  in  for  it,  so  there  was  no  use  in  wasting 
his  strength. 

The  three  villains  soon  had  him  securely  bound  and  an 
improvised  gag  thrust  in  his  mouth. 

Then  he  was  picked  up  bodily  and  they  started  off  up  a 
hill  with  him. 

It  was  at  this  point  of  the  proceedings  that  Wild  found 

out  who  the  third  scoundrel  was. 

* 

It  was  Hopper,  the  fakir,  as  he  could  readily  tell  the 
moment  he  spoke. 

The  daring  young  d'eadshot  fully  realized  that  he  had 
fallen  in  bad  hands. 

Buster  Jake  and  Hopper  hated  him,  he  well  knew,  and 
that  they  meant  to  get  even  with  him  there  was  no  doubt. 

But  he  did  not  give  way  to  any  fears. 

He  had  been  in  as  tight  places  before  and  had  always 
come  out  all  right. 

“Gustus  is  a  smart  coon,  an'  no  mistake!'1  Buster  Jake 
observed,  as  they  reached  the  top  of  a  short  ascent.  “  Which 
way  now.  Hopper?” 

‘‘Right  back  here  about  a  hundred  yards,”  was  the  fakirs 
reply.  “I  was  lookin'  around  here  yisterday  afternoon,  an’ 
I  found  about  as  putty  a  place  as  one  could  wish  fur  ter  do 
a  thing  like  this.  It  is  a  hole  in  ther  side  of  a  hill,  an5 
there’s  no  tellin’  where  it  runs  to.  Gustus,  has  you  got 
your  razor?” 

“Yes,  boss,  an'  it's  mighty  sharp,  too.” 

“Good!  You  said  you  wanted  to  carve  Young  Wild 
West,  an’  now  yej  kin  do  it  without  runnin’  no  risk  of  bein’’ 
shot.  This  is  what  I  calls  great !” 

Wild  bit  hard  upon  the  piece  of  wood  that  had  been  tied 
between  his  teeth. 

He  felt  like  choking  the  scoundrel,  and  if  he  had  but 
had  the  opportunity  just  at  that  moment  he  would  surely 
have  done  so. 

But  he  simply  had  to  grin  and  bear  it,  as  the  saying 
goes. 

Wild  depended  upon  Charlie  and  Jim  to  find  him,  and  he 
felt  sure  they  would  do  it  if  the  villains  did  not  make  way 
with  him  right  away. 

There  was  a  possibility  that  the  talk  about  the  razor  was 
only  to  frighten  him. 

The  three  unprincipled  scoundrels  carried  him  along  for 
about  a  hundred  yards,  stumbling  over  bushes  and  stones, 
and  then  let  him  drop  to  the  ground  not  over-gently. 

“This  is  ther  place,  I  guess,”  said  Hopper.  “Yes,  there’s 
ther  hole  over  there.” 

“I  don’t  know  how  ver  kin  see  in  ther  dark,”  spoke  up 
Buster  Jake.  “I  don’t  ^ee  anything  that  looks  like  a  hole.” 

“I  see  him!”  exclaimed  the  darky;  “him  right  dere !” 

“That’s  it!”  nodded  the  fakir.  “Well,  now  we’ve  got 
Young  Wild  West,  what  are  we  goin’  ter  do  with  him?” 


“You  say  you  let  me  carve  him,  boss,”  remarked  the 
negro. 

“I  know  I  did,  but  I  don't  exactly  believe  in  cuttin  a 
feller  ter  pieces  with  a  razor^  when  he  ain’t  got  no  show, 
come  ter  think  of  it.” 

“Well,  if  yer  was  ter  give  ther  boy  any  kind  of  a  show 
fur  his  life  he’d  git  ther  best  of  us  as  sure  as  guns !”  ex¬ 
claimed  Buster  Jake.  , 

“Oh,  no!”  and  the  darky  shook  his  head.  “Me  carve 
him  if  he  have  his  hands  an'  feet  loose,  so  long  him  hab 
no  pistol  to  shoot  with.” 

“I  tell  you  what  we’ll  do !”  said  the  fakir,  after  a  minute 
of  deep  thought. 

“What?”  queried  the  broncho  buster. 

“We’ll  go  on  back  to  ther  town  an'  leave  Gustus  ter  settle 
with  YYung  Wild  West  any  way  he  pleases.” 

“  Good !  I  reckon  that  ther  nigger  knows  that  he  ain’t 
ter  be.  let  live.” 


“Of  course  he  knows  that.  It  would  be  a  fine  mess  we 
would  be  in  now  if  the  boy  got  away  from  us.  I  reckon 
my  business  at  ther  Fairplay  Fair  would  be  busted,  an'  the 
chances  are  that  you  an’  me  would  take  a  dose  of  lead  pills 
that  would  be  ther  last  medicine  we’d  ever  take.  Young 
Wild  West  has  got  ther  majority  of  ther  men  with JJrn— an  _ 
what  he  couldn’t  do  h-imself  they’dHielp^ttf  do.  Gustus, 
you  know  what  ter  do,  don't  ver?” 

v  y  v 

“Yes,  boss!’’  and  the  negro  chuckled  gloatingly. 

A  chill  ran  through  the  frame  of  our  hero  as  he  listened 
to  .this  coldrblooded  conversation. 

“Come  on!”  exclaimed  the  fakir.  “Gustus,  when  you 
git  ther  job  done  come  right  to  ther  grounds.  We're  goin’ 
straight  there  from  here.” 

The  two  white  men  walked  off,  leaving  the  helpless  boy 
in  the  hands  of  the  cruel  negro. 

It  was.  fully  five  minutes  after  their  departure  before-— 
Gustus  spoke. 

Ihen  he  leaned  over  the  prostrate  form  of  Wild  and  said 
in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

“How  do  Young  Wild  West  feel?” 

Of  course  the  boy  could  not  reply,  but  a  gurgling  sound 
came  from  his  lips,  indicating  that  he  desired  to  speak. 

J  he  negro  understood  what  this  meant. 

Me  let  you  talk,”  he  said,  and  then  a  half  growl,  half 
laugh  came  from  him.  “You  frow  e^gs  verv  straight,  vou  . 
do  ,  but  you  von  t  fro  ’em  at  me  no  moah !  I  hold  razor 
by  your  throat,  an’  then  I  take  de  gag  out  of  your  mouth 

an  let  }o  done  talk  to  me.  I  must  hear  what  vou  sav  befo' 
yo'  die !” 


. .  "  me  com  sieei  uinuc  vu.  ui 

razor  against  his  throat. 

Then  the  gag  was  torn  from  his  mouth. 

e  realized  that  nothing  but  extreme  coolness  would  sav 
him  now. 

Bn  mu  are  going  to  kill  me  because  I  threw  the  eg£ 
straight  enough  to  hit  you  in  the  face,  are  you?”  he  askec 
.lint  a?  though  there  was  no  such  thing  as  the  least  partiel 
ot  danger  anywhere  near  him. 


»  / 
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The  darky  gave  a  start. 

He  had  not  expected  anything  like  this  would  come  from 
his  helpless  prisoner. 

“Wha*  dat  yo’  say?"  he  asked. 

“Didn  t  you  hear  what  1  said?"  asked  Wild,  as  calmly  as 
he  ever  spoke  in  his  life. 

“Yes,  I  done  hear  yo\  Wha’  de  matter?” 

“You  ought  to  know  what's  the  matter.  Tou  told  the 
two  men  who  just  left  here  that  you  would  kill  me.  What 
are  you  going  to  do  that  for  ?  I  never  did  anything  to  you, 
only  to  throw  eggs  at  you,  after  I  had  paid  for  the  privi¬ 
lege.  I  never  did  anything  to  your  boss,  any  more  than  to 
shoot  a  revolver  out  of  his  hand  to  keep  him  from  shooting 
me.  I  could  have  shot  him  through  the  heart,  but  I  never 
do  such  a  thing  as  that  unless  it  has  to  be  done.  You 
struck  me  as  being  quite  a  sensible  colored  man  when  I  saw 
you  there  ducking  the  eggs  that  were  thrown  at  you,  and 
I  never  thought  you’d  willingly  place  your  neck  into  a  noose 
and  be  pulled  to  the  limb  of  a  tree  while  a  crowd  of  yelling 
white  men  fired  shots  into  your  body ! ” 

Gustus  gave  a  grunt  of  astonishment. 

Ihe  words  had  struck  deep  into  his  dull  brain. 

‘‘Wha  yo  done  mean  ?”  he  asked, 
j- just,  what  I  say.  I  really  thought  you  was  smart 
■  enough  1%  ferowLhat  you  would  be  found  out  and  hanged  in 
no  time  if  you  killed  me.” 

*  -  •  r  -  *  .-  • 

“Well,  sah,  I  ain't  no  fool  nigger,  nohow.”  .... 

“I  am  glad  vou  ain't.” 

w  .  %/  ... 

As  he  spoke  the  negro  unconsciously  removed  the  razor 
from  the  boy’s  throat. 

Wild  felt  that  he  was  making  good  headway. 

He  was  going  to  try  and  talk  the  black  fiend  out  of  the 
notion  of  killing  him. 

“If  anything  happens  to  me,”  he  went  on,  “the.  first  ones 
Jo  suffer  for  it  will  be  your  boss  and  the  man  called  Buster 
Jake.  I  told  my  partners  that  I  knew  they  were  after  me, 
and  if  anything  did  happen  to  me  they  should  fill  the  pair 
of  them  with  lead  the  first  thing,  and  then  hang  you  up 
by  your  heels  till  you  told  all  you  knew  about  it.  I  had 
no  idea  that  you  would  do  anything  to  me,  though,  and  I 
was  certain  that  you  would  tell  all  you  knew  and  thus  save 
your  life;” 

“Golly!”  exclaimed  Gustus. 

.“You  had  better  make  up  your  mind  to  cut  me  loose  and 
let  me  go.  You  will  never  have  any  fear  of  being  hanged 
or  shot  then.” 

“Golly  !”  repeated  the  negro.  “I  tell  yo’  what. I  done  do. 
Young  Wild  West!  T  chuck  my  hat  up,  an’ .if  him  come 
down  wid  de  crown  up  yo’  must  die;  if  him  come  down  de 
oder  way  yo’  kin  live!” 

■’  CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  VTLLAIXS  ARE  WORRIED  A  LITTLE. 

B  -  ter  Jake  and  Hopper  went  straight  to  the  fair 
ground »  and  were  admitted  on  the  passes  they  had  by  the 
mar  who  kept  watch  at  the  gate. 
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All  those  who  had  bought  privileges  inside  the  enclosure 
had  men  watching  their  belongings,  so  fires  and  lanterns 
could  be  seen  scattered  around  here  and  there. 

When  they  reached  their  camp  the  two  men  found  that 
nearly  all  the  cow  punchers  were  out. 

Clipper,  the  little  man,  was  there,  however,  and  he  was 
playing  cards  with  the  other  two  who  had  remained. 

“Ter  got  back  early,  Jake,”  he  observed,  as  he  looked  up 
and  saw  the  leader  of  his  gang  coming.  ■  • 

“Tes,  there  ain't  much  goin’  on  in  town,  ’cept  ter  see  a 
lot  of  fellers  giftin'  their  skins  tilled  with  bugjuice,”  was 
th^  reply.  “We  went  over  to  ther  Globe  Hotel  an'  had  a 
look  at  ther  silver  spurs  what  I'm  goin’  ter  try  ter  win  to- 
morrer.” 

“Well,  what  did  they  look  like?” 

“Nothin',  not  so  much.  They  was  bright  an’  shinin’, 
that’s  about  all.  ’Tain’t  ther  value  of  ’em,  ver  know;  it’s 
ther  honor  that  ther  one  will  have  what  gits  ’em.” 

“Oh,  of  course.” 

“Yon  an'  ther  rest  of  ther  gang  is  willin’  ter  admit  that 

I'm  about  ther  best  ver  ever  seen  at  doin'  fancy  ridin’  an’ 

1  I  J 

shootin’,  so  I  reckon  I  oughter  stand  a  show  of  winnin’.” 

“I  s’pose  Young  WTild  West  is  after  them  silver  spurs, 
too  ?” 

“Yes,  I  heard  him  say  in  ther  hotel  that  he  was  goin’  ter 
have  a  try  fur  ’em.  But  somethin'  might  turn  up  that  he 
won’t.  I  ain’t  sayin’  that  I  know  anything  will  turn  up, 
but  it  are  more’n  likely,  though.” 

At  this  juncture  Hopper  shot  a  warning  look  at  the  cow 
puncher,  and  he  knew  that  it  meant  not  to  let  on  what  they 
had  done. 

“Young1  Wild  West  was  at  ther  hotel,  was  he?”  resumed 
Clipper,  who  seemed  quite  interested  in  what  had  been  said. 

“Yes,  an’  there  was  a  bet  of  a  hundred  made  that  he'd 
win  ther  silver  spurs.  'His  pard,  which  is  called  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  put  up  ther  money  ag’in  another  feller  what  had  a 
friend  what  was  goin’  in  ther  contest.” 

“That’s  putty  risky  sort  of  a  bet  ter  make,  ter  pick  a  man 
ag’in  ther  whole  field.” 

“I  should  reckon  so.” 

“  Cheyenne  Charlie  must  have  an  awful  lot  of  confidence 
in  Young  Wild  West,  that’s  all,”  spoke  up  the  fakir. 

“Maybe  he  knows  him  so  well  that  he  feels  sartin  that 
he’ll  win  out,”  said  the  little  man. 

“Lots  of  folks  has  felt  sartin  of  things,  but  they  have 
b^en  fooled,  just  ther  same.  That’s  ther  way  it  will  be 
with  Young  Wild  West.  He  don't  stand  no  more  show  of 
winnin’  them  silver  spurs  than  you  do,  an’  you  ain’t  goin’ 
in  ther  contest.” 

“  Well,  if  anybody  wins  ’em  I’d  like  ter  see  you  be  ther 
one,  Jake.  You’re  sartinly  a.  good  one.” 

The  game  of  cards  was  resumed  and  the  two  villains  who 
had  come  away  and  left  a  helpless  boy  in  the  hands  of  a 
black  fiend  to  be  murdered  in  cold  blood,  walked  over  and 
sat  down  near  the  little  tent  of  the  fakir. 

“I  wonder  if  ther  nigger  has  done  ther  deed  yet?”  Buster 
Jake  remarked,  as  he  filled  his  pipe  and  struck  a  match. 
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“.Most  likely/-  and  then  Hopper  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
showing  that  he  did  not  half  like  the  sort  of  business  they 
had  been  engaged  in. 

“Say!”  exclaimed  Hopper,  “1  didn’t  tell  yer  how  I  was 
thinkin’  of  gittin’  a  wife,  did  I  ?” 

“No!”  and  the  fakir  looked  real  surprised. 

“Well,  you  know  all  about  hew  I  knocked  that  gal  off 
her  horse?” 

*  “Yes,  1  heard  all  about  that.”  * 

“Well,  she’s  ther  one  I’ve  decided  ter  marry — that  is,  if 
I  marry  anyone.” 

“Yer  must  be  gittin’  crazy,  Buster!”  % 

“No,  I  ain’t,”  was  the  dogged  rejoinder.  “I've  jest  took 
a  notion  ter  that  gal,  that’s  all.” 

“Well,  you  take  my  advice  an’  let  her  alone.  Wimmen 
folks  is  dangerous  things  ter  fool  with,  as  I’ve  found  out  ter 
my  sorrer.” 

“But  s’pose  I  could  catch  ther  gal  an’  take  her  off  ter 
some  place  where  I  Could  hide  her?  Wouldn’t  that  be  all 
right  ?” 

“No.  You’d  be  found  out  in  no  time.  Sich  things  as 
carrvin’  off  gals  is  bound  ter  be  found  out.  I’ve  seen  it 
done  as  many  as  half  a  dozen  times  in  my  life,  an’  each 
time  ther  galoots  what  done  it  got  found  out  an’  was  given 
their  medicine.  One  feller  1  know  of  was  shot  in  sixteen 
different  places  an’  two  others  was  lynched.  I  wouldn’t 
bother  with  no  gals  if  I  was  you.” 

This  advice  had  considerable  effect  on  the  broncho  buster. 

“I  reckon  you’re  about  right,”  he  said. 

They  talked  upon  various  topics  until  an  hour  had  passed. 

The  darky  had  not  come  back  yet. 

The  two  men  were  getting  a  little  nervous. 

“I  wonder  what’s  keepin’  Gustus?”  he  remarked,  as  he 
looked  at  the  silver  bull’s-eye  watch  he  carried. 

“It  can’t  be  that  Young  Wild  West  has  got  ther  best  of 
him,  kin  it?”  said  Buster  Jake. 

“I  don’t  see  how  he  could  when  he  was  tied  hard  an’ 
fast.” 

“But  he  might  have  got  untied  in  some  way.” 

“That  ain’t  at  all  likely.  Jest  wait!  Ther  nigger  will 
be  back,  all  right.” 

But  another  hour  passed  and  Gustus  failed  to  put  in 
appearance. 

Two  of  the  broncho  busters  came  in  a  few  minutes  later, 
and  when  asked  if  they  had  seen  anything  of  the  darky 
they  answered  in  the  negative. 

“He’s  got  drunk,  more'n  likely,”  said  one,  “an’  you’ll 
have  ter  look  fur  someone  else  ter  stand  up  an’  git  hit  with 
ther  eggs  to-morrer.” 

“Oh,  he  will  show  up  if  it  takes  him  till  morning  to  do 
it,”  Hopper  declared.  “Gustus  has  been  with  me  too  long 
ter  make  me  believe  he  would  do  anything  like  that.  He'd 
never  go  back  on  me.  I've  used  him  too  good  fur  that.” 

“Well,  here  comes  some  more  of  ther  boys,”  spoke  up 
Clipper.  “Maybe  he's  with  them. 

“Some  more  of  ther  boys!”  echoed  Buster  Jake.  “Why, 
there's  onlv  one  more  of  ’em  out.” 


== 

“Well,  there’s  three  coinin’,  so  there  must  be  two  other 
fellers  with  him.” 

This  proved  to  be  the  case  exactly. 

The  two  with  the  man  were  no  other  than  Cheyenne 
Charlie  and  Jim  Dart. 

They  had  become  alarmed  at  the  long  stay  Wild  was 
making,  and  so  they  had  started  out  to  look  for  him. 

On  inquiry  they  had  learned  that  Jarvey,  the  mine  owner, 
did  not  live  in  the  direction  the  darky  had  pointed  out  to 
Wild  after  giving  him  the  note;  it  was  nearly  the  opposite. 

This  was  enough  to  satisfy  the  two  that  something  was 
wrong. 

Naturally  they  concluded  that  some  sort  of  trick  had 
been  played,  and  the  first  ones  they  thought  of  were  Buster 
Jake  and  Hopper. 

Then  they  came  right  over  to  the  fair  grounds  to  inves¬ 
tigate. 

The  two  villains  felt  more  than  uneasy  when  they  saw 
Charlie  and  Jim  coming  with  the  broncho  buster. 

“Hello,  you  measly  coyotes!”  called  out  the  scout,  fear¬ 
lessly,  as  he  came  close  to  the  camp  and  halted.  “Where's 
Young  Wild  West?” 

“What  do  we  know  about  Young  Wild  Westi?”  retorted 
Hopper.  .  it|- 

“A  whole  lot,  I've  got  an  idea.^  HeM*&*Y'Tcr  be  found, 
so  it's  up  to  you  to  tell  where  he  is.” 

“Well,  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  where  he  is.  An’  what’s 
more  I  don't  care !” 

“Where’s  the  colored  fellow?”  spoke  up  Jim,  who  had 
been  looking  closely  about  the  camp. 

“Somewhere  in  town,  I  reckon,”  answered  Hopper. 
“Didn’t  see  anything  of  him,  did  yer?” 

“Not  since  he  gave  AVilcl  the  note,”  said  Jim,  who  was 
struck  with  the  thought  just  at  that  moment  that  the  darky 
who  had  brought  the  note  was  no  other  than  the  f'akiixs— 
assistant. 

“Since  who  give  him  a  note?”  Buster  Jake  put  in. 

“I  wasn’t  talking  to  you,”  Jim  retorted  sharply. 

“Well,  you’d  better  look  out  how  yer  talk,  anyhow.” 

“I  am  looking  out  all  the  time.” 

“Who  did  you  say  give  Young  Wild  West  a  note?”  inter¬ 
rupted  Hopper. 

“The  darky  you  have  got  employed,”  was  the  reply. 

‘What  did  he  give  him  a  note  for?” 

“  To  .get  him  to  go  some  place  so  he  would  be  able  to  kill 
him,  1  suppose.” 

1  his  was  a  hard  one,  and  the  two  villains  could  not  help 
exchanging  glances. 

(  heyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  noticed  it,  too. 

The  two  had  come  fearlessly  to  the  spot  where  the  vil¬ 
lainous  gang  was  camped,  but  Johnny  Pay  and  his  men 
vere  right  outside  the  gate,  and  if  .there  was  any  shooting 
they  would  be  on  hand  in  a  jiffy. 

Nov.  you  fellows  had  better  see  to  it  that  \oung  W  ihl  | 
WeM  gets  back  to  our  camp  safe  and  sound.'  said  Dartjl 
alter  a  pause,  for  he  was  now  convinced  that  the  two  men 
Knew  all  about  the  disappearance  of  the  boy. 
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“1  don  t  know  as  we  know  where  ter  look  fur  him,"  an¬ 
swered  Hopper,  who  was  acting  with  considerable  coolness. 

“Ail  right!  You  have  heard  what  we  have  to  say.  If 
Young  Wild  West  does  not  turn  up  alive  and  ^unharmed  by 
daylight  to-morrow  morning  you  fellows  can  get  ready  to 
take  part  in  a  hanging !  You  can  rest  assured  that  it  will 
take  place.” 

“An'  if  it  don't  it  will  be  because  you  ain’t  alive  to  keep 
it  goin'!”  added  Cheyenne  Charlie,  significantly. 

“I've  shot  men  fur  makin’  less  threats  than  that!’’  ex¬ 
claimed  Buster -Jake. 

“Well,  why  don’t  you  shoot  us?”  demanded  Jim,  who  was 
ready  to  open  fire  on  the  villains,  and  quite  eager  to  do  so 
because  he  thought  they  had  done  something  to  Wild. 

“Yes,  jest  sail  in!”  added  the  scout.  “I  know  jest  who 
will  go  down  first!  I’ve  got  ’em  marked  right  in  my  eye.” 

“See  here!”  spoke  up  Clipper,  the  little  man.  “What’s 
ther  use  of  havin’  .any  trouble,  boys  ?  There’s  somethin’ 
wrong  about  this.  We  don’t  know  nothin’  about  Young- 
Wild  West.” 

“I  don’t  believe  you  do  know  anything  about  him,”  an¬ 
swered  Jim.  “But  those  two  fellows  there  do.  They  were 
over  in  the  Globe  Hotel  this  evening,  and  I  have  reason  to 
OS? ve  tfraLthey  sent  the  darky  with  the  note.” 

“We  don’t  know  what  you  mean  when  you  talk  about  a 
note,”  protested  Hopper,  who  thought  the  easiest  way  out 
of  it  was  the  best.  “We  don’t  know  where  ther  nigger  is, 
either,  or  what  he’s  up  to.” 

This  was  a  pretty  rank  lie,  coming,  as -it  did,  from  the 
very  man  who  had  written  the  note  and  put  up  the  job  to 
kill  Young  Wild  West. 

But  he  -was  going  to  get  out  of  it  if  there  was  any  possible 
way  of  doing  it,  and  if  it  depended  on  his  lying  powers  he 
would  surely  be  a  winner. 

Jim,  I  reckon  we’d  better  find  ther  nigger,”  said  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie.  f 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply,  and  then  they  walked  back  toward 
the  entrance,  keeping  an  eye  on  the  villains  as  they  did  so. 

Hopper  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  when  they  were  gone. 

“What  do  yer  think  of  that,  Jake?”  he  observed. 

“How  did  they  get  the  idea  that  we  dune  it?”  said  Jake. 

“Shut  up!”  was  the  whispered  command.  “There  ain’t 
no  use  in  lettin’  ther  gang  know  about  it.” 

r  0, 

“I  don’t  know  what  we’ve  done  ter  make  ’em  think  we’d 
bother  -with  Young  Wild  West,  so  long  as  he  didn’t  bother 
with  us,”  remarked  the  broncho  buster,  this  time  turning 
to  hi.-  men  and  laying  it  down  strong. 

“Oh,  yer  know  yer  would  like  ter  git  a  chance  ter  drop 

him,  Jake !  So  what’s  ther  use  talkin’?”  spoke  up  Clipper. 

“If  Young  Wild  West  has  stepped  out  I’ll  jest  lay  a  fiver 

that  vou  an’  ther  egg  man  knows  all  about  it.  Them  friends 
*/ 

of  ther  boys  was  putty  wise  in  cornin’  here  ter  find  out,  I 

reckon.” 

“You  don’t  know  what  you’re  talkin’  about!”  exclaimed 

Hopper. 

“Oh,  ye-  I  do.  f  knows  Jake  so  well  that  1  kin  jest  about 
%i<."  ,jj  how  tier  thing  was  done,  You  talked  it  over  an’ 
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then  you  wrote  a  note  an’  sent  ther  nigger  with  it  ter 
Young  Wild  West.  It  was  fur  him  to  go  ter  someplace, 
an’  you  fellers  laid  fur  him  an’  put  him  out  of  business. 
That’s  ther  way  it'll  turn  out,  see  if  it  don’t !” 

“I’ll  bet  yer  it  won't!"  said  Hopper,  who  was  alarmed 
at  the  thought  of  anyone  outside  of  Buster  Jake  knowing 
what  had  been  done. 

“I  don't  want  ter  bet  yer,  but  I’ve  got  my  opinion,  jest 
ther  same.  When  you  fellers  said  that  Young  Wild  West 
might  not  go  in  ther  contest  fur  ther  silver  spurs  to-morrer 
afternoon  you  was  figurin’  on  it  that  he’d  be  dead.  I  kin 
see  as  fur  through  a  grindstone  as  ther  next  one,  I  kin !” 

“Shet  up,  Clipper!”  cried  the  leader  of  the  broncho  bust¬ 
ers.  “You’re  all  wrong;  you  don’t  know  a  word  of  what 
you’re  talkin’  about.  Don’t  let  your  tongue  rattle  so  much. 
I’m  goin’  ter  turn  in,  I  am !” 

That  was  the  cue  for  silence  on  the  part  of  the  men,  for 
the  big  man  had  them  under  pretty  good  control,  and  they 
generally  did  as  he  said. 

They  all  turned  in  after  awhile  and  everything  was  quiet 
until  morping.  Then  Hopper,  who  was  up  at  daylight,  saw 
the  negro  coming ! 


CHAPTER  IX. 

IN  THE  ABANDONED  SHAFT. 

r 

As  the  negro  made  the  peculiar  proposition  to  toss  up  his 
hat  and  let  it  decide  the  fate  of  YYung  Wild  West  he  took 
the  well-worn  headgear  from  his  woolly  pate. 

“Are  you  satisfied,  Young  Wild  West?”  he  said,  leaning 
over  the  helpless  form  of  the  boy.  “If  de  hat  done  come 
down  wid  de  crown  up  you  must  die !  If  him  come  down 
de  under  side  up,  den  I  cut  yo’  loose  an’  you  done  go.  But 
in  dat  case  yo’  must  promise  not  ter  allow  anyt’ing  ter  be 
done  ter  me  fo’  what  have  been  done  dis  night.” 

“All  right !”  exclaimed  our  hero,  coolly,  thinking  it  best 
to  agree  to  the  proposition. 

It  made  no  difference  whether  he  agreed  to  it  or  not,  but 
since  he  had  been  playing  such  a  cool  hand  it  was  proper 
to  carry  it  through  to  the  end  of  the  terrible  ordeal. 

The  boy  had  surely  managed  to  get  a  certain  power  over 
the  negro  ruffian,  and  if  he  could  just  add  a  little  more  to 
it  he  would  win. 

But  if  the  hat  came  down  with  the  crown  to  the  ground 
he  would  be  set  free. 

He  could  tell  by  the  tone  of  the  darky’s  voice  that  he  was 
perfectly  sincere  in  what  he  said. 

Gustus  now  arose  to  his  feet. 

“Here  go  de  hat!”  he  exclaimed. 

As  dark  as  it  was  our  hero  saw  it  go  up  about  ten  feet. 

Then  down  it  came! 

Wild  almost  ceased  to  breathe  as  the  black  fiend  leaned 

over  to  see  how  the  hat  landed. 

But  the  next  moment  a.  thrill  of  joy  and  satisfaction  shot 

through  him. 

“De  crown  am  down!”  Gustus  exclaimed.  “Golly!  Use 


20 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST’S  SILVER  SPURS 


mighty  glad  I  didn't  carve  yo’  wid  de  razor,  Young  W  ild 

West  r 

“I  know  you  were  a  very  sensible  colored  man,”  said 
Wild,  speaking  as  calmly  as  though  it  had  only  been  a  little 
fun  that  was  taking  place.  “If  you  hadn’t  been  sensible 
you  would  never  have  thought  of  throwing  up  the  hat  and 
lettinor  it  settle  the  case.” 

O 

“  I  guess  dat  am  right,  sah !  Well,  here  yo’  go !  I’se  done 
goin’  ter  cut  de  ropes  wid  de  razor  I  was  goin’  ter  carve  yo’ 
wid!  How  dat  feel?” 

“Better!”  exclaimed  Wild,  as  he  felt  the  rope  about  his 
arms  loosen. 

“An’  dat  feel  better  yet !” 

Another  stroke  of  the  razor  and  he  had  his  hands  free. 

Young  Wild  West  was  so  elated  that  it  was  with  diffi¬ 
culty  that  he  could  keep  from  uttering  an  exclamation  of 

j°y. 

But  he  had  a  way  of  controling  himself  under  all  condi¬ 
tions,  so  he  merely  acted  as  though  it  was  only  a  common¬ 
place  thing  that  had  occurred.  . . 

This  way  of  acting  had  a  grea-fieffect  upon  the  darky,  too. 

He  began  to  look  upon  the  boy  as -being  something  above 
the  general  order  of  human  beings. 

But  he  said  nothing  until  he- had  put  all  the  ropes  and 
the  boy  stood  upon  his  feet  before -him.- - 

Then  stepping  back,  he  exclaimed : 

“Golly!”  > 

“What’s  the  matter?”  asked  Wild. 

“lTou  amn’t  afraid  of  ant’ing,  is  yo’?” 

“No.  What’s  the  use  of  being  afraid  ?  No  one  ever  saved 
his  life  by  being  afraid.  If  I  had  been  afraid  you  would 
have  surely  killed  me.” 

“I  guess  dat  am  so,”  and  Gustus  scratched  his  woolly 
head. 

Wild  did  not  propose  that  the  negro  should  get  off  after 
what  he  had  done. 

He  was  a  dangerous  customer  to  be  running  around 
loose. 

But  he  was  going  to  keep  on  in  the  same  strain  for 
awhile. 

“What  did  you  do  with  my  shooters  and  knife ?”  he  asked, 
looking  around  the  ground. 

“I’se  got  ’em,”  was  the  quick  reply. 

“Well,  I  guess  I  had  better  have  them.” 

“What  fo’  you  want  ’em?”  and  there  was  a  ring  of  sus¬ 
picion  in  the  voice. 

“Well,  I  am  in  the  habit  of  carrying  them,  so  I  don’t 
feel  right  without  them.  Besides,  they  are  mine,  ain’t 
they?” 

“Yes,  dat  am  so.”  * 

“Well,  hand  them  over,  then.” 

The  darky  hesitated. 

“You  ain’t  goin’  ter  shoot  me,  am  yo’?”  he  asked. 

“No.  Why  should  T  shoot  you?  Didn’t  you  just  save 
mv  life?” 

4/ 

“Gollv!  Dat  am  so.  Here  am  yo’  shooters  an’  knife. 
Young  Wild  West.” 


Wild  took  them. 

He  was  now  in  as  cool  a  frame  of  mind  as  he  usually  was. 

“I  tell  you  what  you  do,  Gustus,”  he  said.  “You  go 
back  to  your  boss  and  Buster  Jake  and  tell  them  that  you 
threw  me  into  the  hole  without  cutting  me  with  the  razor. 
Tell  them  that  you’re  quite  sure  I’m  dead.  They  will  be 
surprised  when  they  find  I  am  not,  but  that  will  be  all 
right.  If  you  feel  as  though  you  don’t  want  to  get  mixed 
up  in  the  trouble  that  may  follow,  you  might  strike  out 
for  some  other  part  of  the  country.” 

“Golly!” 

“There  is  the  hole  you  meant  to  throw  me  in,  isn’t  it?” 

“  Yes,  dat  am  de  place.  It  am  putty  deep,  I  guess.” 

The  darky  took  a  step  toward  the  mouth  of  the  yawning 
hole  and  our  hero  followed  him. 

“Dat  am  a  reg’lar  grave,  I  done  guess,”  remarked  the 
former,  as  he  knelt  to  peer  into  the  hole.  “  Golly !  Y  0’ 
oughter  be  glad  yo’  didn’t - ” 

That  was  all  he  said  just  then,  for  the  ground  suddenly 
caved  beneath  him  and  down  he  went ! 

But  in  going  down  he  threw  out  his  hands  wild  and  one 
of  them  caught  hold  of  the  leg  of  lroung  Wild  West. 

.  As  quick  as  he  was  to  realize  the  danger,  Wild  was  unable 
to  break  the  hold  in  time,  and  he  shot  dcww&^dAvith  ~ue 
negro ! 


Midst  a  ton  of  loosened  earth  and  stones  the  two  went  on 
down  a  steep  descent  for  perhaps  fifty  feet. 

Then  they  brought  up  with  a  loud  splashing  into  some 
■water. 

<Y.  .  4 

Fortunately  the  water  was  not  over  their  heads,  and  they 
soon  righted  themselves — or  Wild  did  first,  pulling  the 
darky  to  his  feet  afterward. 

It  was  not  until  then  that  Gustus  let  go  the  hold  he  had 
got  upon  the  boy’s  leg  when  the  cave-in  took  place. 

He  was  bruised  pretty  badly,  but  Wild  had  escaped  with 
little’  or  no  damage  done  to  his  skin. 

The  negro  was  under  him  when  he  started  to  slide  down, 
and  he  had  kept  that  way  until  they  struck  the  water. 

“What  is  the  matter  with  you?”  demanded  our  hero, 
keeping  up  the  cool  manner  he  had  been  using.  “What 
did  you  come  so  close  to  the  edge  of  the  hole  for?” 

“Golly !”  and  then  a  groan  of  pain  came  from  the  black 
villain. 


“Are  you  hurt?”  went  on  the  boy. 

“  I  guess  I  m  done  killed,  massah !”  was  the  reply. 

“Serves  you  right  if  you  are!” 

V  ild  now  calmly  produced  a  match  from  the  metal  * 
match-safe  he  always  carried  and  struck  it. 

It  was  only  a  tiny  flame  that  came  from  the  match,  but 
it  vas  enough  to  show  him  that  they  were  in  an  abandoned 
mine. 


1  ne  neaps  01  dirt  and  rotten  timbers  protruding  hero  and 
there  were  quite  enough  to  tell  him  that. 

It  s  a  wonder  our  necks  weren't  broken.”  Wild  ex¬ 
claimed.  half  to  himself.  “This  is  what  1  call  a  bad  thing. 
How  are  we  to  get  out  of  here,  anyhow?” 

He  shook  the  water  from  his  clothing  the  best  he  could 
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and  then  threw  the  last  of  the  match  down  and  lighted  an¬ 
other. 

The  negro  had  dropped  to  a  sitting  posture  on  a.  pile  of 
dirt  and  was  the  picture  of  abject  misery. 

Wild  paid  no  attention  to  him  whatever,  but  walked 
around  the  rather  narrow  place  to  examine  it. 

Before  the  match  went  out  he  found  just  what  he  was 
looking  for — or,  rather,  just  what  he  wanted. 

It  was  a  pine  stick  that  had  once  been  used  as  a  torch. 
Though  it  was  damp  in  the  mine,  there  was  plenty  of 
pitch  in  the  wood  and  Wild  knew  it  would  burn. 

He  lighted  another  match  and  applied  it  to  the  end  of 
the  stick. 

At  first  it  sputtered,  but  in  a  few  seconds  the  pitch  ig¬ 
nited  and  he  had  it  going. 

“Get  up  !”  said  the  boy,  turning  to  Gustus,  who  sat  look¬ 
ing  at  him  with  distended  eyes.  “We  have  got  to  get  out 
of  this  place.”  .  - 

“All  right,  massah,”  was  the  humble  reply.  “Fse’ll  done 
■do  jest  what  yo'  say.” 

“You  are  not  hurt  very  badly,  I  guess.”  ..  - 

“I  feel  as  if  a  mule  done  kick  me.”  % 

upland  shake  the  feeling.  Let's  find  a  way 
to  get  out  of  here?* 

The  darky  got  up.  ...  s  ; 

It  wras  plain  that  he  had  been  hurt  not  a  little,-  though 
no  bones  were  broken.  - --/■* 

_ L..  ,  ...  ,  ....  — 

Wild  found  that  he  had  not  lost  his  revolvers  in  the  slide  - 
down  the  old  shaft,  and  to  see  that  they  were  all  right,  he 
fired  a  shot  from  each.  .  - — v  -  •  - 

Gustus  uttered  a  terrified  cry.  -  -•  • 

He  was  no  longer  the  black  fiend  who  had  been  so  willing 
to  carve  the  boy  with  the  razor.  •; 

was  now  a  trembling,  frightened  darky,  depending 
upon  the  superior  intelligence  of  his  white  friend-  to  get 
him  to  a  safe  place. 

“Don't  shoot  me,  massah !”  he  implored. 

“I  am  not  going  to  shoot  you ;  I  merely  wanted  to  see  if 
the  dip  in  the  brook  there  had  affected  the  cartridges.  I 
guess  I  got  out  so  soon  that  the  water  did  not  get  to  them.” 
“Dat's  right,  Massah  Young  Wild  West.” 

The  improvised  torch  was  now  burning  nicely,  so  Wild 
Took  a  walk  around  the  place. 

It  was  not  very  large. 

Almost  in  the  center  of  it  there  was  a  boiling  spring 
which  formed  the  pool  of  water  they  had  landed  in. 

1  his  ran  on  in  the  form  of  an  underground  stream-  and 
was  lost  at  the  left  side  of  the  shaft. 

Wild  looked  up  and  soon  found  that  it  was  utterly  useless 
to  think  of  getting  out  that  way.  . 

The  sides  were  so  steep  that  it  would  be  impossible  to 
do  it.  :  |  ;  - 

Evr r,  if  there  had  been  more  slant  to  it  the  dirt  would 
utdy  have  caved  so  that  they  could  not  get  out. 

’T'j  ttj'  ”  f.;aid  Wild. 

*What,  rna  ah?” 


“We  can't  get  out  of  here  by  the  way  we  came  down.” 

“Am  dat  so?” 

“Yes.  But  you  can  try  it  if  you  don't  believe  it.” 

“I  done  couldn't  climb  up  dere !”  and  he  shook  his  head. 

“Well,  that  means  that  we  must  find  another  way  to  get 
out  or  else  wait  till  someone  comes  and  gets  us  out.” 

“Nobody  likely  to  come,  massah,”  and  the  negro  shook 

his  head. 

% 

“  Oh,  your  boss  and  the  broncho  buster  might  take  a  no¬ 
tion  to  come  back  here  when  they  find  you  don’t  show  up.” 

“Dat  am  so,  massah.” 

Wild  noticed  that  the  fellow  had  a  strange  look  about 
him  just  now. 

He  was  wondering  what  was  the  matter  when  he  was 
suddenly  taken  with  a  nausea. 

The  darky  was  a  very  sick  man  for  the  next  ten  minutes. 

Weak  and  exhausted,  he  lay  down  on  a  pile  of  dirt. 

“Dat  fall  done  upset  my  stomach,  massah,”  he  said, 
feebly. 

“All  right,”  answered* Wild.  “Take  it  easy  for  awhile. 
To  fell  the  truthr-I ‘see  no  possible  way  of  getting  out  of 
this  place.  You' will  have  plenty  of  time  to  recover,  I 
guess.”  ‘  - 

The  negro  soon  -became  very  quiet,  and  a  few  minutes 
later  his  regular  breathing  told  our  hero  that  he  had  gone 
to  sleep. 

Wild  stuck  the  torch  in  some  soft  dirt  and  sat  down  io 
think  of  some  plan  of  action. 

He  sat  there  for  fully  an  hour  before  he  had  come  to  any 
conclusion. 

The  torch  had  burned  so  low  by  this  time  that  there  was 
barely  room  left  to  take  hold  of  it. 

But  he  managed  to  use  it,  and,  walking  over  to  the  place 
where  the  stream  lost  itself  under  ground,  he  stooped  and 
looked  under. 

There  was  about  three  feet  room  above  the  surface  of  the 
wafer,  and  the  passage  the  stream  flowed  through  showed 
signs  of  getting  larger  the  further  it  went. 

“I  guess  it  is  worth  taking  the  risk,”  Wild  muttered. 

Then  he  walked  back  to  the  sleeping  negro  and  aroused 
him. . 

“Come,  Gustus!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  am  going  to  try  to 
get  out  of  here.” 

But  the  fellow  only  yawned  and  goaned  in  his  sleep. 

Wild  decided  to  try  it  alone. 

If  he  got  out  he  could  easily  get  the  negro  out  after. 

He  walked  to  the  passage  and  boldly  stepped  into  it, 
stooping  so  he  could  clear  the  top. 

Much  to  his  satisfaction,  when  he  got  on  the  other  side 
he  found  that  there  was  a  sort  of  natural  chamber  there. 

But  that  was  not  all ! 

The  passage  continued  on,  the  stream  of  water  flowing 
through  the  center  of  it. 

Wild  took  his  knife  and  thrust  the  blade  into  the  piece 
of  burning  stick,  and  then  holding  it  before  him,  waded 
through  the  shallow  water. 

He  felt  that  he  was  going  out! 
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CHAPTER  X. 

WILD  PREPARES  A  SURPRISE  FOR  HIS  ENEMIES. 

Young  Wild  West  waded  through  the  underground 
stream  with  the  utmost  confidence. 

He  had  not  gone  more  than  a  hundred  yards  when  he 
came  to  a  crooked  gallery  that  led  slightly  upward. 

It  branched  off  from  the  passage  the  stream  flowed 
through,  and  he  thought  he  would  take  his  chances  of  dry 
walking  instead  of  the  water. 

The  pine  stick  had  nearly  all  burned  out  by  this  time,  so 
he  got  a  hurry  on  him. 

Up  the  crooked  ascent  he  went,  stepping  lightly  over  the 
jagged  rocks  that  barred  his  way. 

Just  as  the  burning  stick  flickered  and  the  blaze  left  it 
he  saw  the  light  of  a  star  ahead. 

“I  knew  it!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  felt  that  I  was  going  to 
get  out  the  moment  I  stepped  under  that  ledge  over  the 
running  stream.  Now  to  find  the  camp!  We  will  come 
around  and  get  the  negro  out  in  the  morning.  It  is  a  good 
place  for  him,  anyhow.  It  is  quite  likely  he  will  sleep  till 
daylight,  too.” 

Out  into  the  open  air  the  boy  walked. 

He  knocked  the  smoking  piece  of  wood  from  the  end  of 
his  knife  and  thrust  the  weapon  in  the  sheath  that  was  at¬ 
tached  to  his  belt. 

Then  he  looked  around  him. 

But  everything  was  strange  to  him. 

“There  is  only  one  thing  to  do,”  he  muttered,  “and  that 
is  to  get  my  bearings  first  and  then  go  ahead.” 

Selecting  a  high  point,  he  proceeded  to  ascend  it,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  he  was  at  the  top. 

Then  Young  Wild  West  took  a  look  around  him. 

He  soon  saw  the  lights  of  Fairplay,  but  much  to  his  sur¬ 
prise  the  town  was  in  a  direction  almost  opposite  to  where 
he  had  thought  it  to  be. 

But  he  realized  that  he  had  been  completely  turned 
around  after  dropping  into  the  hole,  and  so  he  brushed  off 
his  clothing  and  set  out  down  the  hill  for  the  town,  which 
was  less  than  half  a  mile  distant. 

But  he  soon  found  that  he  could  not  proceed  straight  to 
it,  as  there  was  a  deep  ravine  in  the  way. 

This  necessitated  a  long  walk  before  he  could  get  around 
it,  but  he  did  not  mind  it  much. 

He  had  escaped  a  horrible  death,  and  it  was  all  owing  to 
his  remarkable  coolness. 

It  was  about  two  hours  and  a  half  from  the  time  he  left 
the  camp  that  he  walked  into  it  and  surprised  his  partners 
and  friends  by  his  sudden  appearance. 

Charlie  and  Jim  had  Just  returned  from  the  fair  grounds 
after  the  interview  with  Buster  Jake  and  Hopper. 

“Great  gimlets !”  exclaimed  the  scout.  “Where  have  you 
been.  Wild?” 

“  I've  been  through  quite  a  lot  since  1  left  here,”  was  the 

reply. 


“Tell  us  about  it,”  spoke  up  Johnny  Pay,  rushing  over 
and  grabbing  his  hand.  “1  was  so  afraid  that  yer  wouldn’t 
turn  up  in  time  fur  ther  cowboy  contest  to-morrer.” 

There  was  naught  but  sincerity  in  the  cowboy’s  words, 
showing  that  he  had  not  figured  that  if  such  a  thing  did 
happen  his  own  chances  would  be  all  the  better. 

“Just  wait  till  I  get  off  these  wet  clothes  and  I’ll  tell 
you  something  that  will  make  your  eyes  open,”  said  Wild, 
walking  over  to  the  fire  that  was  burning  cheerfully  to  keep 
off  the  chill  of  the  night  air. 

No  one  asked  him  any  further  questions  then. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  he  had  made  a  change,  and  then, 
seated  before  the  fire  with  the  whole  crowd  gathered  around 
him,  he  told  just  what  had  happened  to  him  after  he  left 
the  camp  to  call  on  the  miner  owner. 

They  were  astounded  at  the  remarkable  adventure. 

“It  was  your  wonderful  nerve  what  done  it,  I  reckon,” 
said  Johnny  Pay.  “But  ter  think  that  ther  nigger  could 
be  made  ter  change  his  mind  like  that.” 

“The  darky  is  superstitious,  like  most  all  of  his  race,” 
our  hero  observed.  “I  knew  that,  and  it  occurred  to  me 
that  the  only  chance  I  had  was  to  keep  cool  and  make  out 
that  I  was  not  a  bit  afraid.  If  the  hat  had  come  down  the 
other  way  I  doubt  if  he  would  have  nsecLthe-  razor 
even.  But  after  it  came  down  my  way  he  released  me  just 
as  though  it  was  a  matter  of  course.  That  darky  believes 
in  everything  that  don’t  exist,  and  he  thinks  he  really  saved 
his  neck  by  throwing  up  his  hat.” 

“An’  he’s  at  ther  bottom  of  ther  old  shaft  sound  asleep, 
is  he  ?”  said  the  scout. 

“Yes,  he  was  when  I  left..  He  was  taken  sick  from  the 
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fall  he  had,  and  when  the  feeling  wore  off  he  fell  asleep. 
A  darky  usually  can  sleep  good,  when  he  once  gets  to  snor¬ 
ing,  so  it  is  quite  likely  he  is  asleep  yet.” 

“Well,  it’s  a  good  place  fur  him!”  exclaimed  Johnny 
Pay.  “It  won’t  hurt  him  if  he  stays  there  a  couple  of 
days.”  -  / 

“Oh,  I  expect  to  get  him  out  so  he  can  be  at  his  job  in 
the  morning,”  Wild  hastened  to  observe.  “We  will  go  over 
about  daylight  and  haul  him  up  with  a  lariat.” 

An’  let  him  go  scott  free?”  asked  Charlie. 

Well,  we  will  let  him  go  back  to  his  job.  He  won’t  tell 
just  what  happened,  you  can  bet  on  that !  He  has  the 
greatest  respect  for  me  now,  and  he  fears  me  just  enough 
to  do  exactly  as  1  tell  him.  Leave  it  to  me.  I  am  going  to 
win  the  silver  spurs,  and  then  we  will  take  care  of  the 
scoundrels  who  tried  so  hard  to  put  me  out  of  the  way.” 

V  hat  Wild  says  goes  !”  remarked  Charlie,  looking  at  the 
cowboy  and  nodding  decisively. 

Half  an  hour  later  Young  Wild  West  was  sleeping  as 
soundly  on  his  blanket  as  though  nothing  had  happened  to 
disturb  him. 

It  was  not  necessary  for  him  to  be  aroused,  though,  for 
when  daylight  came  he  was  up  and  smoothing  out  his  hunt¬ 
ing-suit,  preparatory  to  donning  it.  for  the  day. 

V  lien  he  had  dressed  himself  he  called  Charlie  and  Jim. 
Johnny  Pay  heard  him  and  he  got  up,  too. 
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"Let  me  go  'long,  won't  yer?"  he  asked. 

** Certainly,”  said  Wild. 

In  a  leu  minutes  they  started  out,  our  hero  carrying  a 

lariat  with  him. 

They  were  not  long  in  reaching  the  spot  where  Wild  had 
Deen  caught  by  the  villains  the  night  before. 

Then  it  was  easy  enough  for  him  to  find  the  way  to  the 

old  shaft. 

“There  is  the  place  where  I  tumbled  in  with  the  darky/’ 
Wild  said,  pointing  it  out.  “Now,  I  wonder  if  he  is  awake 

yet?” 

The  question  was  answered  by  a  hoarse  voice  shouting 
from  below:  ' 

“Hab  mercy  on  me !  Lemme  out !  Help  1” 

“That’s  ther  measly  coyote,”  observed  the  scout,  smiling 
grimly.  “I  reckon  he's  been  havin’  quite  a  little  punisli- 
~  ment.” 

Wild  stepped  as  close  to  the  edge  of  the  opening  as  he 
thought  safe  and  called  out: 

“Hello,  Gustus!” 

!3  were  heard  by  the  frightened  negro,  who  an- 

,  won’t  youse?  Who  am  it?” 
ung  Wild  West.  Now,  take  it  easy  and  you’ll 
nVjrJfy?’  —  ^ 

the  noose  end  of  the  lariat  into  the  shaft  and 
I : 

rope  under  your  arms,  Gustus,  and  then  hold 
ur  head.” 

t,”  was  the  hoarse  reply.  “I  done  do  jes’  as 

ites  later  he  called  out  that  he  was  ready, 
i  laid  hold  to  the  lariat  and  quickly  pulled  the 
gro  up. 

hard-looking  sight  when  he  rolled  over  on  the 
uttered  a  fervent  exclamation  of  joy. 
were  red  and  swollen  from  weeping  and  his 
s  torn  and  covered  with  mud,  showing  that  he 
ing  some  scrambling  and  rolling  in  the  bottom 
in  his  terror  at  finding  himself  there  alone, 
wed  him  to  give  vent  to  his  feelings  and  then 
l  to  get  up. 

have  you  got  the  razor  you  was  going  to  carve 
irour  pocket  ?”  he  asked, 
t !”  was  the  reply. 

;  me  see  it ;  T  want  to  show  it  to  my  friends.” 
im,  sir” ;  and  the  weapon  was  quickly  produced, 
ing  is  a  blamed  sight  uglier-lookin’  than  a 
arked  Charlie.  “I  don’t  know  as  I’d  care  about 
th  it.” 

de  nerve  I  would  have  done  cut  my  own  head 
find  dat  Young  Wild  West  was  gone,”  said 

didn’t  have  the  nerve,”  remarked  Wild.  “Well, 
’t  have  got  so  scared  about  it.  You  might  have 
T  would  come  and  get  you  out  if  I  got  out  all 

i” 


“  Yes,  sail !  But  I  didn't  know  dat  yo’  done  got  out  of  de 
place  all  right.” 

“Well,  1  did.  I  tried  to  wake  you  and  take  you  along 
with  me,  but  I  wasn’t  sure  I  could  get  out  that  way,  so  I 
let  you  be  until  I  had  a  try  at  it.” 

“How  yo’  done  git  out,  sah?” 

“I  crawled  into  the  passage  the  water  goes  through  and 
came  out  that  way.” 

“Whar  yo’  land  to,  Young  Wild  West?”  ‘ 

“  Over  on  the  other  side  of  the  ravine  that  runs  through 
the  hills.” 

“Dat  seems  wonderful.” 

“Well,  it  is  a  little  that  way.  Now,  Gustus,  I  want  you 
to  go  back  to  your  boss  right  away.  Tell  him  that  the  pair 
of  us  tumbled  into  the  hole,  and  that  you  don’t  know  what 
happened  to  me.  That  part  of  it  will  be  a  lie,  I  know,  but 
there  is  no  harm  in  lying  to  such  scoundrels  as  he  is.  I 
want  to  give  Hopper  and  Buster  Jake  a  big  surprise  this 
afternoon.  You  can  say  that  we  both  fell  into  the  hole  be¬ 
fore  you  were  ready  to  carve  me  with  the  razor.  If  they 
ask  you  why  you  didn't  show  up  before,  you  can  say  that 
you  got  sick  and  then  went  asleep,  which  was  the  truth.” 

“I  understa.n’,  sah.  I  do  jes’  as  yo’  say.  Yo'  is  de 
greatest  pusson  what  ever  lived !  I’se  awful  glad  I  didn't 
kill  yo’ !” 

“Well,  light  out  for  the  fair  grounds  now!  The  sun  i.s 
coming  up.  Above  all  things,  don’t  tell  them  that  I  am 
alive.” 

“I’ll  die  fust !”  came  from  the  darky,  and  then  he  started 
off  at  a  swift  walk. 

Our  friends  followed  him  until  they  came  to  the  place 
where  they  had  to  turn  to  their  camp. 

The  cowboys  wrere  up  and  stirring  when  they  got  there, 
and  soon  the  breakfast  was  being  cooked. 

“Boys,  I  am  going  to  stay  right  here  in  camp  until  this 
afternoon,”  said  Wild.  “I  will  stick  up  a  couple  of  blan¬ 
kets,  so  in  case  any  of  my  enemies  oome  around  this  way 
they  won’t  see  me.  There  won’t  be  much  doing  at  the  fair 
until  after  dinner,  anyhow.” 

“I’ll  stay  right  with  you,  Wild,”  spoke  up  Jim.  “I  want 
to  fix  up  my  clothing  a  little,  for  if  I  am  going  to  ride  in 
the  contest  I  want  to  look  well,  even  if  I  don’t  expect  to 
win  the  first  prize.” 

“I  guess  we  can  pass  the  time  to  good  advantage," 
laughed  Wild.  “My  saddle  needs  a  little  sewing,  and  then 
our  shooters  ought  to  be  cleaned  up  a  bit,  especially  mine." 

“Well,  you  kin  stay  here  and  mind  ther  camp  while  ther 
rest  of  us  goes  over  ter  ther  fair  this  mornin’,  then,”  re¬ 
marked  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“That’s  it;  go  ahead !  But  say!  you  had  better  pay  my 
entrance  fee  in  the  cowboy  riding  contest.  You  can  give 
it  out  that  you’ll  pay  it,  anyhow,  even  if  I  don’t  appear. 
That  will  make  Buster  Jake  and  the  rest  think  I  am  surely 
dead.” 

The  entrance  fee  was  five  dollars,  so  Wild  banded  it  to 
th^  scout. 
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An  hour  later  Charlie  and  the  cowboys  went  over  to  the 
fair  grounds. 

There  was  not  quite  such  a  big  crowd  there  as  there  had 
been  on  the  opening  day,  showing  that  they  were  waiting 
until  afternoon. 

Charlie  paid  Wild's  fee  and  also  entered  himself  and  Jim 
in  a  couple  of  the  other  contests. 

He  gave  it  out  just  as  Wild  told  him  to,  and  he  had  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  that  one  of  the  rascally  broncho 
busters  was  near  enough  to  hear  what  he  said. 

They  had  left  their  horses  at  the  camp,  so  they  started 
to  walk  around  the  grounds  a  bit. 

It  was  quite  natural  that  they  should  go  to  the  egg  man’s 
stand  before  they  came  out. 

There  was  a  darky  dodging  the  eggs  the  same  as  though 
nothing  had  happened  to  him,  and  his  boss  was  urging  the 
cowboys  and  other  men  who  came  along  to  try  their  luck. 

Gustus  stopped  his  antics  when  he  saw  Charlie,  Jim  and 
Johnny  Pay. 

But  Hopper  put  on  a  bold  front,  and  just  as  though  he 
had  never  seen  them  before,  tried  to  induce  them  to  take  a 
chance  in  the  game  he  was  running. 

The  scout  was  just  in  the  humor  to  have  some  fun  with 
the  scoundrel,  so  he  bought  an  egg  and  let  it  go  at  him, 
breaking  it  on  his  shirt  front. 

Instead  of  this  starting  a  row,  Hopper  forced  a  laugh 
and  vranted  to  sell  him  more  eggs,  so,  becoming  disgusted, 
the  scout  suggested  that  they  go  somewhere  else  and  have 
some  fun.  j 


CHAPTER  XI. 

[WILD  WINS  THE  SILVER  SPURS. 

0  . 

It  was  noon  when  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  the  cowboys  got 
back  to  the  camp. 

They  reported  that  they  had  had  a  lot  of  fun  at  the  fair, 
and  that  everything  wTas  all  right. 

Twto  o’clock  was  the  time  set  down  for  the  great  contest 
to  start.  .  ✓ 

There  were  seventy-seven  entries,  and  in  the  different 
events  they  were  to  compete  all  together,  except  in  the 
shooting  and  trick  riding. 

Johnny  Pay  and  four  of  his  men  were  in  it. 

After  dinner  they  all  got  ready  to  go  over  to  the  fair. 

Wild  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  he  would  not  wait 
until  the  last  minute. 

He  suggested  that  they  stop  at  the  Globe  Hotel  and.  have 
another  look  at  the  silver  spurs  first,  so  they  all  went  there. 

Buck  Bolan,  the  cow  puncher,  was  there  when  they  went 
in,  and  he  smiled  good-naturedly  when  he  saw  our  hero. 

“There’s  no  use  in  talkin’  !”  he  declared,  “but  ther  bovs 
has  set  me  down  ter  win  them  spurs,  Young  Wild  West!5' 

“That  is  just  what  my  friends  have  set  me  down  to  do,” 
was  the  reply.  “There  is  going  to  be  somebody  mistaken 
about  this.” 
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“1  reckon  there  is.  I  don't  mind  tellin’  yer  some  of  my 
strong  points.  You  see,  there’s  to  be  a  race  around  ther 
tracks  with  all  hands  goin’  it  at  once.  We’ve  got  ter  go 
around  six  times  ter  make  ther  three  miles,  which  ther  race 
is  ter  be.  A  horse  is  ther  thing  what  will  play  a  ’portant 
part  in  ther  race,  an’  I’ve  jest  got  ther  horse  that  will  beat 
anything  that  was  ever  shod  by  a  blacksmith.” 

“That’s  one  of  your  good  points;  tell  me  another,”  said 
Wild,  smiling  at  him. 

“Well,  there’s  ther  shootin’  at  ther  glass  balls  while 
you're  ridin!  That’s  a  good  one.  I  won  ther  champion¬ 
ship  at  a  cowboy  carnival  in  Denver  a  couple  of  months 
ago,  so  I  guess  I  stand  a  putty  good  show  here.  It’s  ther 
man  wrhat  excels  in  ther  most  things  what  gits  ther  silver 
spurs,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  I  knowr.  Now  what  else  can’t  you  be  beat  at,  Mr. 
Bolan?” 

“Don’t  call  me  Mister  Bolan;  call  me  Buck,  Young  Wild 
West.  I  don’t  want  ther  smallest  little  child  to  mister  me, 
let  alone  a  big  grown-up  boy,  like  you  are !” 

“All  right,  then.  Buck.” 

The  cowT  puncher  laughed. 

He  Was  a  very  good-natured  fellow. 

“Them’s  my  best  two  points,”  he  remarked—Qfrwggd 
ing  awhile.  “I’m  putty  good  a’Tanything ' that  kin  be  done 
in  ther  saddle,  so  I’ll  take  my  chances  on  ther  rest.” 

“Well,  that  is  what  I  am  going  to  do — take  my  chances.” 

“But  them  is  sartinly  putty  spurs,  though,  ain’t  they?” 
and  the  big  cow  puncher  shot  one  eye  and  squinted  at  the 
prize  silver  spurs  in  a  comical  way. 

“Very  pretty,”  our  hero  admitted. 

“They’ll  look  nice  on  my  boot-heels,  won't  they?” 

“I  can’t  say  about  that.  I  know  they  won’t  look  nice  on 
my  heels,  for  I  never  wear  spurs.  I  have  a  horse  that  don't 
need  spurs  to  make  him  go.” 

“Oh,  you  have,  hey?  Well,  I  reckon  you’ll  need  some¬ 
thin’  ter  make  him  go  wdien  you  try  ter  catch  me.” 

The  man  laughed  heartily,  so  it  was  hard  to  tell  whether 
lie  meant  all  he  said  or  not. 

After  a  little  more  pleasantry  they  all  went  out,  and, 
mounting  their  horses,  rode  over  to  the  fair  grounds. 

Everything  was  quite  orderly  at  the  gate. 

Wild  was  not  surprised  to  see  Marie  Jarvey  and  her 
lather  both  mounted  when  they  got  there. 

I  hey  rode  in  just  ahead  of  him,  but  both  saw  him  and 
turned  and  smiled. - 

He  tipped  his  hat  politely  and  went  on. 

It  occurred  to  him  that  the  girl  was  more  than  ordinarily 
interested  in  him. 

But  he  was  not  the  kind  of  a  young  fellow  to  get  up  a 
flirtation-  with  anyone.  '  . 

He  had  a  sweetheart,  and  that  was  enough.  i 

B}  ten  minutes  to  two  everybody  who  could  get  there 
was  inside  the  fair  grounds. 

Then  the  contest  for  the  silver  spurs  was  announced  and 
the  names  of  those  who  had  entered  read  off. 

At  each  name  a  cheer  went  up,  but  when  it  came  fb 
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^  0l:n£  taore  was  a  roar  of  applause  that  was 

almost  deafening. 

-You're  the  favorite,  all  right,”  said  Jim  Dart  to  our 
hero.  “L  doesn  t  take  a  crowd  long  to  find  out  what's 

whaL* 

“Well,  I  am  going  to  do  my  best  to  win  the  spurs,”  Wild 
answered.  there  are  a  lot  of  good  riders  in  this  thing, 
1  am  sure.  But  I  guess  I  can  do  about  as  much  as  any  of 

them  can. 

The  first  thing  to  take  place  was  a  three-mile  race  on 

horseback. 

A  whistle  brought  the  seventy-seven  contestants  to  the 
scratch,  or  as  near  as  they  could  get  to  it. 

It  was  a  case  of  first  come  first  served,  and  Wild  some¬ 
how  got  pretty  well  behind  the  bunch. 

But  he  knew  that  they  would  lengthen  out  when  they 
once  got  started,  and  then  he  would  have  a  chance  to  creep 

up.  -  i 

,  A  horserace  is  exciting,  anyhow,  but  with  seventy-seven 
rough  riders  of  the  plains  going  all  at  once  would  be 
enough  to  make  one  wonder  who  would  be  the  winner. 

J ake  was  one  of  the  foremost  of  the 
'certain  that  the  villain  had  not  yet 
seen  him.  *  r  j-u 

This  was  all  the  better. 

•  Pretty  soon  the  shot  was  fired  and  the  horses  started. 

Away  they  went,  those  behind  waiting  until  the  leaders, 
w^e  some  distance  ahead,  so  they  would  have  a  clear  path. 
^  the  moment  he  saw  an  opening  Wild  let  his  handsome 
sorrel  stallion  out. 

“  After  them,  Spitfire !”  he  exclaimed,  patting  the  intel¬ 
ligent  animal  on  the  neck.  “The  silver  spurs  must  be 

Like  a  meteor  the  sorrel  closed  the  gap  between  the  lead¬ 
ers  and  himself. 

Halfway  around  the  track  Wild  had  worked  up  to 
eighteenth  position.  * 

When  he  came  around  to  the  judges’  stand  he  shot  for¬ 
ward  to  fourth  place,  and  a  cheer  went  up. 

The  three  ahead  of  him  were  Johnny  Pay,  Buster  Jake 
and  Buck  Bolan. 

^Nothing  could  have  suited  him  better. 

He  kept  right  at  the  heels  of  Pay’s  horse,  which  was  the 
hindmost  of  the  three  all  the  way  around. 

Then  he  thought  it  best  to  beat  them  good,  and  thus 
create  a  strong  hold  on  the  silver  spurs,  so  he  spoke  to  his 
horse  and  gave  a  gentle  pull  on  the  bridle-rein. 

The  result  was  all  that  could  be  wished  for. 

Spitfire  stretched  himself  and  shot  past  the  leaders  like 
a  streak.  r: 

Then  for  the  first  time  Buster  Jake  found  that  Young 
ild  West  was  in  the  race. 

He  had  been  so  busy  keeping  his  horse  going  in  order 
the  position  he  had  gained  that  he  had  not  taken 
'  '  a nee  to  look  behind  him. 

'*fn r  it.  u  that  the  boy  was  alive  and  most  likely  a 

•  r.er  of  toe  first  event  in  the  contest  for  the  silver  spurs. 


Our  hero  had  the  lead  now,  and  he  meant  to  keep  it. 

#He  was  going  to  show  the  crowd  how  fast  he  could  ride 
the  three  miles. 

Steadily  he  drew  away  from  the  bunch,  overtaking  and 
passing  the  stragglers. 

At  the  fifth  time  around  there  were  less  than  twenty  in 
the  race. 

The  others  had  dropped  out  because  they  knew  they  had 
not  the  least  show. 

Buck  Bolan  was  a  second,  but  a  bad  second,  as  he  was  a 
good  two  hundred  yards  behind  the  sorrel. 

Close  to  him  came  Johnny  Pay,  and  four  or  five  lengths 
behind  him  was  Buster  Jake. 

Wild  looked  back  and  sawr  how  the  race  stood. 

Then  he  held  his  lead  until  near  the  finish. 

It  was  then  that  Spitfire  showed  the  shouting  crowd  what 
he  could  do  in  the  way  of  a  spurt. 

“Young  Wild  West  wins!”  announced  the  man  who 
called  out  the  results  of  the  events. 

,  Cheyenne  Charlie  took  off  his  hat  and  led  in  a  cheer  for 
the  dashing  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

It  was  some  little  time  before  the  crowd  got  tired  of 
cheering. 

Wild  let  his  horse  walk  around  the  track,  as  did  the 
others,  and  when  he  halted  it  was  right  near  the  egg  man’s 
stand. 

He  thought  it  a  good  idea  to  let  the  villains  have  a  good 
look  at  him. 

But  they  did  not  show  that  they  thought  it  anything 
more  than  right  that  he  should  be  there,  a  winner  of  the 
first  event  in  the  silver  spur  contest. 

The  next  thing  on  the  programme  was  a  cattle-roping 
contest. 

Wild  won  this  easy,  Johnny  Pay  finishing  a  pretty  close 
second. 

As  there  were  separate  prizes  for  each  event,  our  hero 
had  now  won  two,  besides  getting  a  stronger  hold  on  the 
silver  spurs. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  in  the  shooting  and  one  or  two 
other  of  the  contests,  but  the  boy  resolved  that  if  he  could 
win  them  all  he  would  do  so. 

Then  there  could  no  one  say  that  he  had  not  won  the 
spurs  decisively. 

In  the  shooting  Wild  easily  carried  off  first  honors. 

But  when  it  came  to  the  glass  ball  part  of  it  Buck  Bolan 
looked  over  at  him  and  called  out: 

“This  is  one  of  my  best  points.  Young  Wild  West.” 

“So  was  the  race,”  was  the  reply. 

“Never  mind  that;  wait  and  see  what  I’ll  do  now.”  • 

But  Wild  had  shot  at  glass  balls  in  all  sorts  of  ways,  and 
it  was  an  easy  thing  for  him  to  hit  eight  out  of  ten  while 
riding  at  full  speed. 

Buck  Bolan  only  hit  four,  so  he  was  a  bad  second,  while 
Johnny  Pay  was  third,  with  three  to  his  credit. 

Some  of  the  other  contestants  failed  to  hit  any  out  of  ten. 

The  next  event  was  difficult  feats  while  riding,  such  as 
picking  up  handkerchiefs  and  the  like. 


saw  that  Buster 

riders, :  and  ne  waT 
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Wild  had  done  these  things  so  many  times  that  he  smiled 
when  he  saw  how  easy  it  would  be. 

He  carried  off  the  honors  in  this  event  with  the  greatest 
of  ease,  and  ik  was  now  a  sure  thing  that  he  had  won  the 
silver  spurs. 

There  was  only  one  more  event,  and  if  he  did  not  win 
that  it  would  be  all  the  same,  as  he  had  won  everything  else. 

The  last  thing  on  the  programme  was  quite  a  novelty  in 
its  way,  and  had  been  gotten  up  by  the  management  on  pur¬ 
pose  to  test  the  circus-riding  ability  of  the  men. 

Four  horses,  which  had  been  trained  to  run  side  by  side 
without  anyone  driving  them,  were  brought  out. 

This  part  of  the  programme  had  been  kept  a*  secret,  and 
was  to  be  used  as  a  surprise  on  the  contestants. 

It  was  a  surprise  when  they  heard  what  the  announcer 
called  out. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  said,  “these  four  horses  will  be  started 
around  the  track  and  you  contestants  will  have  a  chance 
to  get  upon  their  backs  and  ride  them  in  any  way  you 
please.  The  one  who  makes  the  best  showing  will  be  the 
winner.  Are  you  ready?” 

Some  of  them  were  too  astonished  to  answer. 

But  enough  did  so  to  make  the  starter  understand  that 
they  were  ready,  and  away  went  the  horses. 

.  “I  reckon  this  ain’t  no  circus,”  observed  Buck  Bolan. 
“I’m  out  of  this.” 

“So  am  I!  So  am  I!”  came  from  the  lips  of  several. 
“There  ain’t  no  use,  anyhow.” 

There  were  two  or  three  who  were  going  to  tackle  the 
feat,  but  when  they  heard  the  last  remark  they  changed 
their  minds. 

There  was  no  need  of  making  fools  of  themselves,  they 
thought. 

But  Wild  decided  to  finish  in  all  the  contests. 

“I  don’t  know  exactly  what  is  required  in  this  feat,”  he 

said  to  his  friends,  “but  I  will  do  something  that  may 

/ 

prove  interesting  to  the  spectators.” 

He  waited  for  his  chance. 

As  the  horses  came  tearing  around  the  circle  Wild  darted 
forward,  and,  seizing  the  withers  of  the  near  one,  vaulted 
upon  the  backs  of  the  two  in  the  center. 

A  deafening  shout  went  up  from  the  crowd. 

As  soon  as  he  had  balanced  himself  the  boy  reached  down 
and  gathered  the  reins  and  then  drove  the  four  horses  all 
the  way  around  the  track. 

He  dismounted  in  front  of  the  judges’  stand  and  was 
declared  the  winner. 

,  “Ladies  and  gentlemen,”  said  the  announcer,  “Young 
W  ild  West  has  won  every  event  in  the  contest,  so  therefore 
1  declare  him  the  winner  of  the  silver  spurs,  and  I  take 
pleasure  in  presenting  them  to  him.” 

There  was  such  shouting  and  cheering  for  the  next  five 
minutes  that  it  almost  seemed  ns  though  pandemonium  had 
broken  loose. 

But  when  it,  quieted  down  our  hero  spoke  a  few  words 
and  bowed  right  and  left  to  the  admiring  throngs, 
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CONCLUSION. 
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It  had  taken  a  big  part  of  the  afternoon  to  finish  the 
great  contest,  and  it  was  now  so  late  that  nothing  further 
was  to  be  run  off  on  the  track  that  day. 

9 

Buster  Jake  and  Hopper  were  about  as  surprised  as  men 
could  be  when  they  saw  how  things  were  going. 

The  big  broncho  butter  quit  the  moment  the  four  horses 
were  brought  out  and  went  over  to  the  stand  of  the  egg 
man. 

“How7  is  it  that  Young  Wild  West  got  here,  anyhow?” 
he  asked  Hopper. 

“1  don’t  know,”  wras  the  reply. 

Well,  don’t  ther  nigger  know?” 

He  saysrtie  don’t.” 

Well,  1  bet  he  does,'  though.” 

I  done  guess  I  doesn’t  know,  boss !”  spoke  up  Gustus 
who  had  nothing  to  do  just  then  and  was  standing  near 
enough  to  hear  what  wras  being  sank -mi  ^ 

“Well,  there’s  only  one  thing  leftrtur  yer  ter  clo,  an’ 
that  is  ter  finish  ther  job  yer  started  ter  do,”  said  Buster 
Jake.  “If  that  boy  ain’t  finished  afore  sundown  we’ll  catch 
what  we  don’t  want,  an’  you  kin  bet  on  that !  He  knows 
w7ho  had  him  last  night,  an’  he  ain’t  ther  one  ter  let  it  go 
by,  either.” 

Hopper  shook  his  head. 
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Maybe  if  we  keep  quiet  it  will  be  better  for  us,”  he  ob-  - 

served. 


U  I 


u  ' 
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That’s  what  you  think!”  snapped  the  broncho  buster, 
“I  tell  yer  that  we’ll  have  ter  suffer  fur  it,  anyhow,  soTvi 
may  as  well  finish  ther  job.” 

Well,  you  go  ahead  an’  finish  it,  then.” 

Do  yer  mean  ter  say  that  you  won’t  help?5 
“That’s  jest  vdiat  I  mean.”  1 

“You’re  nothin’  but  a  cur,  then!” 

Biff! 

Buster  Jake  received  a  blow  in  the  fact  that  caused  him 
to  stagger. 

“I  reckon  I  ain’t  no  cur!”  exclaimed  the  fakir,  warmii 
up.  “You  jest— 


But  he  saw  the  broncho  buster’s  hand  sliding  for  his. 
revolver,  and  he  checked  himself  and  pulled  his  own  shooter. 

“Stop  that,  Jake!"  he  exclaimed.  “You  an’  me  is 
friends,  an’  I  don’t  want  ter  drop  yer.” 

Jake  saw  that  he  was  covered,  so  he  let  go  the  shooter. 

“All  right.  Hopper,”  he  said,  meekly.  “I  s’pose  it’s  all 
right.  1  hadn’t  oughter  called  vou  a  cur,  an’  you  hadn’t 
oughter  hit  me.  I  wasn’t  lookin’  fur  ter  be  hit  with  your 
fist;  1  thought  you’d  pull  your  gun,  an’  if  you  had  I’d 
have  had  ther  drop  on  yer!” 

“Well,  is  it  goin’  ter  ho  friends  or  not;’’ 

“Friends,  Hopper.” 

They  shook  hands. 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST'S  SILVER  SPURS. 


27 


I  hen  Bu^u  r  called  Ins  men  and  they  rode  over  to  where 
“no  ^  ihd  \\  est  and  his  partners  sat  on  their  horses. 

-  ear  them  were  the  mine  owner  and  his  charming  daugh¬ 


ter. 


A  desperate  resolve  came  into  the  head  of  the  villainous 
oroneho  buster  just  then. 

hoys,  ’  said  he,  “we  may  as  well  leave  ther  town,  I 
reckon.” 

That  s  what !”  exclaimed  the  fellow  called  Clipper. 

Ter  heard  what  I  said  about  Jarvey’s  darter  yister- 
day?”  v 

“Yes.” 

“Yell,  I  ain't  goin'  ter  try  ter  make  her  my  wife,  but  I 
am  goin  ter  kiss  her  afore  I  leave  town !” 

“V*  hat !  cried  Clipper. 

“That  s  jest  what  I'm  goin'  ter  do,  boys !  But  that  ain’t 
-d  !  Im  goin'  ter  kill  Young  Wild  West,  too.  Now  jest 
watch  me !” 

He  led  the  way  to  the  gate,  which  had  been  opened  to 
yiliny  the  mounted  patrons  to  pass  .through,  and  came  to  a 

halt. 

A  couple  of  minutes  later  Young  Wild  West  and  Johnny 
at  the  head  of  their  men. 

Almost  at  thefHudbT’odfe- Jarvey  and  his  daughter. 

The  girl  seemed  to  be  anxious  to  get  as  cldse  to  the 
*  dinner  of  the  silver  spurs  a^  she  possibly  could. 

“Now,  boys,”  whispered  Buster  Jake,  “when  I  tire  we’re 
roin’  off  like  a  streak  of  greased  lightnin' !” 
j  “All  right,”  answered  Clipper,  looking  as  though  he.was 
going  to  a  funeral  more  than  anything  else. 

He  could  see  trouble  ahead — trouble  of  the  worst  kind. 
-The  little  member  of  the  gang  of  broncho  busters  knew 
lat  there  was  a  faster  horse  in  that  crowd  than  any  they 

Buster  Jake  had  planned  it  very  nicely. 

He  had  his  hand  on  the  butt  of  his  revolver  as  Marie 
Jarvey  rode  up,  and  he  meant  to  throw  his  left  arm  around 
her  neck  and  kiss  her,  and  then  fire  at  Young  Wild  West 

at  short  range. 

But  he  forgot  that  Young  Wild  West  might  notice  that 
he  had  his  hand  on  his  shooter  and  think  that  something 

was  wrong. 

^That  was  how  it  was,  though. 

Our  hero  did  not  intend  that  the  broncho  buster  should 
gfet  away,  anyhow,  but  when  he  saw  him  sitting  in  the  saddle 
though  waiting  to  shoot  someone  he  just  kept  his  eye  on 

him. 

"  The  girl  rode  within  easy  reach  of  the  villain,  and  out 

went  his  arm. 

Bat  at  that  very  moment  Wild  exclaimed : 

“Stop  that,  yon  scoundrel !” 

Of  course  this  caused  him  to  hesitate,  but  he  jerked  the 
revolver  from  his  belt,  just  the  same. 

C  rack  ■ 

OnrY-ro  shot  him  on  the  forefinger  as  neatly  as  you 
«,d  the  weapon  fell  to  the  ground. 

jflt  Crack I 

mm 


One  of  the  other  broncho  busters  took  the  chance  of 
firing  a  shot  at  Wild  and  the  bullet  came  dangerously  close 
to  his  head. 

Crack ! 

A  third  shot  rang  out  before  the  echoes  of  the  second 
one  had  died  away,  and  down  went  the  broncho  buster. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  dropped  the  man  who  tried  to  drop 
Wild ! 

Buster  Jake  now  became  as  desperate  as  a  cornered  wild¬ 
cat. 

He  grabbed  his  bowie  knife  and  urged  his  horse  toward 
our  hero. 

At  the  same  moment  the  young  lady’s  horse  backed  sud¬ 
denly  and  she  was  right  in  the  path  of  a  descending  knife. 

Crack !  - 

Cheyenne  Charlie  fired  again  and  Buster  Jake  reeled  and 
fell  from  the  saddle. 

“That’s  ther  last  of  that  measly  coyote!”  he  exclaimed, 
looking  about  him  with  a  dangerous  glitter  in  his  eyes. 
“Ther  rest  of  you  galoots’had  better  light  out  or  ther  under¬ 
taker  will  have  more  than  he’ kin  attend  to.” 

Clipper  did  not  hear  the  remark. 

He  was  already  on  the  way  from  the  spot  at  a  gallop. 

The  three  who  remained  of  the  six  followed  him,  glad  of 
the  chance  offered  to  them  by  the  scout. 

Jarvey,  the  mine  owner,  had  remained  seated  in  his  sad¬ 
dle  as  though  he  had  been  suddenly  turned  into  stone. 

It  had  all  happened  so  quickly  that  he  did  not  realize 
just  what  was  taking  place  until  it  was  all  over. 

“It  is  all  right,  Mr.  Jarvey,”  said  Wild,  calmly. 

That  brought  him  to  his  senses. 

“Oh!  thank  you,  Young  Wild  West!”  he  exclaimed. 
“Was  that  scoundrel  going  to  kill  my  daughter?” 

“No,  hardly  that,  I  think.  He  might  have  killed  her  by 
accident,  though.  He  meant  to  kill  me.  Charlie  dropped 
him,  so  it’s  all  right.” 

Then  our  hero  tipped  his  hat  as  the  daughter  moved 
alongside  her  father  and  turned  back  into  the  grounds. 

“Come  on,  boys!”  he  cried.  “We  may  as  well  settle 
things  up  and  have  done  with  it.” 

But  let  us  see  what  was  taking  place  at  the  stand  of  the 
egg  man  while  all  this  was  going  on. 

After  the  departure  of  the  broncho  busters  Hopper  had 
begun  questioning  Gustus,  the  darky. 

He  had  managed  to  tangle  him  up  so  that  he  almost 
admitted  that  he  had  set  Young  Wild  West  free,  instead 
of  trying  to  kill  him. 

The  fakir  began  to  grow  very  mad. 

“You  black  hound !”  he  cried.  “What  did  you  let  him 
go  for?” 

“Don’t  talk  that  way,  boss,”  cautioned  the  darky,  his 
eyes  gleaming  with  a  strange  light. 

There  happened  to  he  no  one  around  them,  so  they  had 
the  quarrel  all  to  themselves. 

“Don’t  talk  that  way !”  echoed  the  egg  man.  “Why,  you 
black  nigger,  you!  T  have  a  notion  to  cut  your  tongue 
out !” 
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“Hold  on,  boss!” 

“  Hold  on,  eh  ?  We’ll  see  about  that !” 

Hopper  made  a  grab  for  him  and  got  his  fingers  on  the 


negro’s  throat. 


“Now  tell  me  just  what  you  done  to  Young  Wild  West! 
he  hissed.  , 

“I  done — let — him  go !”  gasped  the  black  fellow. 

“You  did,  eh?  Well,  take  that!”  and  he  struck  him  a 
blow  in  the  face. 

Back  went  the  darky  against  the  egg-smeared  canvas. 

But  he  quickly  caught  his  balance  and  his  hand  dove  in 

his  pocket. 

Hopper  must  have  divined  his  intention,  for  he  seized  his 
revolver  and  pulled  it  from  his  belt  just  as  he_saw  an  open 
razor  in  the  black’s  hand. 

With  a  growl  like  that  of  a  demon,  the  negro  sprang  to¬ 
ward  his  employer. 

Crack ! 

Hopper  fired  point-blank  at  him. 

Gustus  was  hit  by  the  bullet,  but  he  only  staggered. 

Then  he  sprang  upon  the  villain,  slashing  the  razor  right 
and  left  like  a  mad  man. 

Crack ! 

Hopper  fired  again. 

Then  both  went  to  the  ground. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
friends  came  galloping  to  the  scene,  followed  by  others  from 
all  parts  of  the  grounds. 

The  negro  and  his  employer  were  lying  motionless  on  the 
ground. 

Wild  saw  a  pool  of  blood  and  turned  to  Jim  with  these 
words : 

“I  guess  they  wTon’t  try  to  kill  anyone  again.” 

“Ther  nigger’s  got  a  bullet  through  his  heart,  an’  ther 
egg  man  has  got  badly  cut !”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie 
a  minute  later.  “I  reckon  this  winds  up  ther  egg  business 
at  ther  fair,  as  well  as  that  gang  tryin’  ter  kill  Young  Wild 
West.  Whoopee !” 

When  some  of  the  officials  had  gathered  about  the  spot 
Wild  told  briefly  what  the  villains  had  done  to  him  the 
night  before. 

He  was  listened  to  with  amazement. 

“  It  don't  seem  possible  that  such  men  kin  live !”  a  miner 
declared.  ‘‘Shootin’  an  enemy  in  a  square  fight  is  all  right, 
but  when  it  comes  ter  catchier  a  feller  an’  tyin'  him  so  he 
can  t  help  himself  an'  then  leavin'  a  nigger  ter  cut  him  up 
with  a  razor — ugh!  It  makes  my  blood  run  cold  !” 

I  here  were  others  there  who  felt  the  same  way. 

oung  \\  ild  West  rode  out  a  little  later  with  his  partners 
and  the  cowboys. 

As  they  were  passing  the  Globe  Hotel  a  man  came  out 
and  took  off  his  hat  to  them. 

It  was  Buck  Bolan. 

Hooray  fur  Moving  Wild  West,  boys!"  he  called  out  in 
a  foghorn  voice. 


It  is  hardly  necessary  that  th&  cheers  were  given.  '  1 

Wild  acknowledged  the  salute  and  then  held  up  the 
silver  spurs  for  them  to  see. 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  Bolan.  “You  won  ’em !  You're 
ther  Prince  of  ther  Saddle,  an’  ther  Champion  Deadshot  of 
ther  West!  Anyone  as  says  you  ain’t  is  a  cross-eyed  liar 
from  Liarville !” 

There  was  a  big  time  in  Eairplay  that  night. 

Our  friends  were  not  allowed  to  sleep  much  by  the  ad¬ 
miring  friends  Wild  had  made. 

The  only  thing  to  do  was  to  take  it  all  good-naturedly, 
and  that  is  what  they  did. 

The  next  day  the  fair  opened  as  usual. 

Young  Wild  West  went,  as  a  matter  of  course. 

There  wras  a  wffiole  lot  to  be  seen  there,  and  he  wanted 
to  see  it. 

That  afternoon  Jarvey  appeared  with  his  daughter  in  a 
brand-nevr  fancy  carriage  that  had  just  arrived  from  Den¬ 
ver  that  day. 

The  mine  owner  had  expected  it  before  the  fair  crpen^Jr^ 


but  there  had  been  a  delay,  and  it  had  arrived  that  mornf}^  i 


mg. 


It  was  something  great  for  Fairplay,  endJHfy^her 
outfit  got  were  numerous. 

After  he  had  driven  around  the  track  once  Jarvey  came' 
over  to  our  hero  and  said : 

“I  want  you  to  drive  the  team  around  once  at  a  good 
clip,  will  you  do  it?”  | 

•‘Certainly.”  j  \. 

“I  am  going  to  ride  with  you!”  exclaimed  Marie,  clap^ 
ping  her  hands. 

“All  right,”  he  answered,  with  a  laugh.  “I  guess  my 
girl  won’t  be  offended  when  I  tell  her  about  it.” 

“Your  girl?” 

“Yes,  I  have  a  sweetheart  waiting  for  me  in  Denver.” 

“Oh!” 

That  was  all  the  girl  had  to  say. 

Wild  drove  around  the  track  in  record-breaking  time  and 

*  ^ 

received  great  applause. 

Our  friends  remained  in  Fair  Play  until  the  fair  was 
over,  having  lots  of  fun,  but  no  more  thrilling  adventures. 

Then  they  set  out  for  home,  reaching  it  in  due  time. 


THE  END. 


(• 
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By  Allyn  Draper. 

309  Larry,  the  Life  Saver ;  or,  A  Born  Fireman.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief 

Warden. 

310  The  Brand  of  Siberia;  or,  The  Boy  Tracker  of  the  Steppes.  By 

Allan  Arnold. 

311  Across  the  Continent  with  a  Circus ;  or.  The  Twin  Riders  of  the 

Ring.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 

312  On  Board  a  Man-of-War;  or,  Jack  Farragut  in  the  U.  S.  Navy. 

By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

313  Nick  and  Jed,  the  King  Trappers  of  the  Border.  By  An  Old 

Scout. 


By 


314  Red  Light  Dick,  The  Engineer  Prince ;  or,  The  Bravest  Boy  on 

the  Railroad.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

315  Leadville  Jack,  the  Game  Cock  of  the  West.  By  An  Old  Scout. 

316  Adrift  in  the  Sea  of  Grass :  or,  The  Strange  Voyage  of  a  Missing 

Ship.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

317  Out  of  the  Gutter ;  or,  Fighting  the  Battle  Alone.  A  True  Tem¬ 

perance  Story.  By  EL  K.  Shackleford. 

318  The  Scouts  of  the  Santee  ;  or,  Redcoats  and  Whigs.  A  Story  of 

the  American  Revolution.  By  Gen’l  Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

319  Edwin  Forrest’s  Boy  Pupil :  or.  The  Struggles  and  Triumphs  of 

a  Boy  Actor.  By  N.  S.  Wood,  the  Young  American  Actor. 

320  Air  Line  Will,  The  Young  Engineer  of  the  New  Mexico  Express. 

By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

321  The  Richest  Boy  in  Arizona;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Gila.  By 

Howard  Austin. 

322  Twenty  Degrees  Beyond  the  Arctic  Circle ;  or,  Deserted  in  the 

Land  of  Ice.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 

323  Young  King  Kerry,  the  Irish  Rob  Roy;  or,  The  Lost  Lilly  of 

Killarney.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

324  Canoe  Carl ;  or,  A  College  Boy’s  Cruise  in  the  Far  North.  By  Al¬ 

lan  Arnold. 

325  Randy  Rollins,  the  Boy  Fireman.  A  Story  of  Heroic  Deeds.  By 

Ex-Fire-Chief  Warden. 

326  Green  Mountain  Joe,  the  Old  Trapper  of  Malbro  Pond.  By  An 

Old  Scout. 

327  The  Prince  of  Rockdale  School ;  or,  A  Fight,  for  a  Railroad.  By 

Howard  Austin.  „  „  ,  „ 

328  Lost  in  the  City ;  or,  The  Lights  and  Shadows  of  New  York.  By 

H.  K.  Shackleford. 

329  Switchback  Sam,  the  Young  Pennsylvania  Engineer;  or.  Rail¬ 

roading  in  the  Oil  Country.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

330  Trapeze  Tom,  the  Boy  Acrobat ;  or,  Daring  Work  in  the  Air.  By 

Berton  Bertrew.  ^  ^  _ 

331  Yellowstone  Kelly,  A  Story  of  Adventures  in  the  Great  West.  By 

An  Old  Scout.  __  __ 

332  The  Poisoned  Wine ;  or,  Foiling  a  Desperate  Game  By  H.  K. 

Shackleford.  —  „  t  _  „  , 

333  Shiloh  Sam;  or,  General  Grant’s  Best  Boy  Scout.  By  Gen  1.  Jas. 

334  Alone  in  New  York :  or,  Ragged  Rob,  the  Newsboy.  By  N.  S. 

Wood  (The  Young  American  Actor). 


335  The  Floating  Treasure ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Pirate’s  Rock. 

Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

336  Tom  Throttle,  The  Boy  Engineer  of  the  Midnight  Express ;  or,  . 

Railroading  in  Central  America.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

337  The  Diamond  Eye ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Idol.  By  Richard  R.  • 

Montgomery. 

338  Ned  North,  The  Young  Arctic  Explorer;  or,  The  Phantom  Valley. 

of  the  North  Pole.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 

339  From  Cabin  to  Cabinet ;  or,  The  Pluck  of  a  Plowboy.  By  H.  K.  t 

Shackleford, 

340  Kit  Carson’s  Boys ;  or,  With  the  Great  Scout  on  His  Last  Traijf  I 

By  An  Old  Scout. 

341  Driven  to  Sea;  or,  The  Sailor’s  Secret.  A  Story  of  the  Algerine  I 

Corsairs.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

342  Twenty  Boy  Spies ;  or,  The  Secret  Band  of  Dismal  HolLow.  A 1 

Story  of  the  American  Revolution.  By  Gen’l.  Jas.  A.  Gordon. ! 

343  Dashing  Hal,  the  Hero  of  the  Ring.  A  Story  of  the  Circus.  By 

Berton  Bertrew. 

344  The  Haunted  Hut ;  or.  The  Ghosts  of  Rocky  Gulch.  By  Allyn 

Draper.  *  \ 

345  Dick  Dashaway’s  School  Days ;  or,  The  Boy  Rebels  of  Kingan  Col¬ 

lege.  By  Howard  Austin. 

346  Jack  Lever,  the  Young  Engineer  of  “Old  Forty”  ;  or.  On  Time 

with  the  Night  Express.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

347  Out  With  Peary ;  or.  In  Search  of  the  North  Pole.  By  Ber¬ 

ton  Bertrew. 

348  The  Boy  Prairie  Courier ;  or.  General  Custer’s  Youngest  Aide.  A 

True  Story  of  the  Battle  at  Little  Big  Horn.  By  An  Old  Scout. 

349  Led  Astray  in  New  York ;  or,  A  Country  Boy’s  Career  in  a  Great 

City.  A  True  Temperance  Story.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

350  Shax-pshooter  Sam,  the  Yankee  Boy  Spy  ;  or,  Winning  His  Shouk. 

der  Straps.  Gen’l.  Jas.  A.  Gordon.  r 

351  Tom  Train,  the  Boy  Engineer  of  the  Fast  Express ;  or,  Always  i 

His  Post.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

352  We  Three ;  or,  The  White  Boy  Slaves  of  the  Soudan.  By  Alla 

Arnold. 

353  Jack  Izzard,  the  Yankee  Middy.  A  Story  of  the  War  With  Tr 

poli.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson.  — v  -ffl 

354  The  Senator’s  Boy;  or,  The  Early  Struggles^#*  a  Groat§^  '*11 

man.  By  H.  K.  Shackleford^  "  V~  T'-mB  ~  1 

-  TkL  b! 


355  Kit  Carson  on  a  Mysterious  ”Trail ;  or*.  Branded 

An  Old  Scout. 

356  The  Lively  Eight  Social  Club  ;  or,  From  Cider  to  Rum.  A  Tru 

Temperance  Story.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

357  The  Dandy  of  the  School ;  or.  The  Boys  of  Bay  Cliff.  By  Howai 

Austin. 

358  Out  in  the  Streets ;  A  Story  of  High  and  Low  Life  in  New  Yori 

By  N.  S.  Wood  (The  Young  American  Actor.) 

359  Captain  Ray  ;  The  Young  Leader  of  the  Forlorn  Hope.  A  Tri 

Story  of  the  Mexican  War  By  Gen’l.  Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

360  “3”;  or,  The  Ten  Treasure  Houses  of  the  Tartar  King.  By  ^  idfr.  ■. 

ard  R.  Montgomery. 

361  Railroad  Rob ;  or,  The  Train  Wreckers  of  the  West.  By  Jas.  C. 

Merritt. 

362  A  Millionaire  at  18 ;  or,  The  American  Boy  Croesus.  By  H. 

Shackleford.  » 

363  The  Seven  White  Bears ;  or.  The  Band  of  Fate.  A  Story  of  Rus-  | 

sia.  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

364  Shamus  O’Brien  ;  or,  The  Bold  Boy  of  Glingall.  By  Allyn  Draper.*  ! 

365  The  Skeleton  Scout ;  or,  The  Dread  Rider  of  the  Plains  By  An 

Old  Scout.  „  t. 

366  "Merry  Matt”  ;  or,  The  Will-o’-the-Wisp  of  Wine.  A  True  Ter* 

perance  Story.  By  H.  K.  Shackleford. 

367  The  Boy  With  the  Steel  Mask  ;  or,  A  Face  That  Was  Never  Seer 

By  Allan  Arnold. 

368  Clear-the-Traek  Tom  ;  or,  The  Youngest  Engineer  on  the  Roac 

By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 
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the  stage 

BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK 


^ ^K.^ibiSSnS*  l NEW  YORK  END  MEN  S  JOKE 
» :*t  famous  end  nu>n  ^vat  vanetJ  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
A:®  wonde-fiiTur/^w'  am*teur  minstrels  is  complete  without 


v-  Wonderful  little  book 

r>0.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF 
n Um mg  a  varied  assortr 

isyf-d  Irish 


mc>  *  .  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 

Triih^  ii..1  4  ass°rtment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 

*rish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  ‘ 
eot  and  amateur  shows. 


- t  ^ 

Just  the  thing  for  home  arnuse- 


\NDTo\-vK^^F  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
ov  nh.-miui  Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 

r&nirmw  *  °otain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
ru-mg  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

^ ^  LDOON'S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
VinrawT'*8  e,ver  Published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
rPPl.fl  S  %,  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 

Lp  ftPCe  *'*u1<;*oon.  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
,k.ra;  ^v*  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
^otain  a  copy  immediately. 

A0-.  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com- 

,  lnstructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
age;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager.  Prompter, 
^emc  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 
No  SO.  Gl  S  \\  II. LIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat- 
jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
■rer  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
-oiored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN. — Containing 
-11  instructions  for  constructing  a  ■window  garden  either  in  town 
r  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
powers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 
ished. 

‘^■(h  gO  HOW  TO  COOK.— One  of  the  most  instructive  hooks 
n  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
ish.  game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  ill  kinds  of 
[>astry.  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  „  our  most  popular 
?ooks, 

JTO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
Iris,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
Aeon^ff  harpsT'And  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

jno  16  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de- 
nntuon  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism ; 
,er  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
itions. 

64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES— Con- 
lg  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
dvnamos.  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 

L  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

i  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.  —  Containing  a 
#  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks,  i 
getber  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
f4r.  The  secret  given  away. 


.  „ 

£ 


venues.  iuC  0cv.lc!  PP - P.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 

his  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multx- 
everv  nieht  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
-  rt  and  create  anv  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  the 
Greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 
f  No  20  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
-*rv  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
games  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
.  _  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 

|;onev  than  any  hook  published. 

f  \0  35  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  httle 
ook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle. 

a\vfa?“°HOWqTO  SOLVE.’ CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  aii 


No.  36.  HOW 
e  fading 

:>  HOW’ TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  littie 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. — Containing  t**#- 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becoM#’ 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist  Also  containing  gems  frsfiT 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No,  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conduction 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  ’batf- 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  sv*. 
tully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  ©swv* 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  whidh  iff: 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  hand^aac 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  lnstne©* 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  partial 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular 
dances. 

No.  5.  IIOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiqnPtt®; 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  vJW 
orally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  Ssi  iU® 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  hour  to  have  them  made  up.. 

No.  18.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of.  f&S 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless  Read  tM»  Ito&aiki 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS, 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  rtf 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  ®f  i Vfc 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  A.M 
RABBITS.— A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  &*w,y 
trated.  Bv  Ira  Drofraw, 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  •sS.* 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  blffifi, 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J,  Harring$g0 

No.*  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMAL'S, 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  rqountl*^ 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keep!*® 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  fall 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-*i#^r 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  av&s 
published, 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  fca*  m 
str active  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  oa  chemistry ;  also  as?*1 
perments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematic*.,  chemistry,  ani  % 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fire®,  modi  ga®  balloon*, 

book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No,  14,  HOW  TO  MAKS  CANDY.— A  coexists  hand-b<*sfc  $1; 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  xce-cr®am,  ®yn.ip®  *5®wnCR».  etc.,  *tc.  . 

No.  84.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR  — Containing  Iteu! I 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  an 4 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  contabjtRft 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com" 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  PriaMS?. 

nNo?38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OY7t»‘  tfWWTO Is-.— U 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practise.'  H®i©?JDat5on  i8  <Sl'A 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailnsalfi 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effect!?©  I’MifSE!  8©*?  fsaw^  CRfS'* 
diSlIh  ts 

*55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMP#  COINS..— I!® 


■a5 


..  ..  w.,u.,Unl;.u.,.-v>u,ua1u,uS  ,  No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  BTAW1  IW  wiaft-wfi 

conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catcheg  taining  valuable  information  regarding  tba  and  arraag?*.-- 

conunnrums  w  j  &  S  of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  llluatratsfl.  .  , 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETEOTIVBS.— KIn§  Bn^ 
detective  In  which  bf  lays  I»W1  wm*  valua,^ 
for  beginners,  and  also  adventw^a 

well-known  detective*. 

TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— CoutA  v 
nig  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  bl •, 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Sjidei  and  ott# 
Transparencies,  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  Ut  w/ 

ANoy  62  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITAA 

*  "  ‘  '  how  to  gain  admitfaaC; 

Staff  of  Officers,  f'«" 
and  all  a  lioy  shta^y 
by  Lu  Senarens,  autfeC'/ 


rid°'lJ£S?ng  ™,z\£  and  conundrums, 
mplete  book.  Fully  lllustrat 

etiquette. 

fTDW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE  -7 

iv.  11  J  >  *  ,  _  ,  ,  1, nt  owflpu  VAnnff  mar.  rlaairoo  In  Irnnn 


with  key  to  same. 
By  A.  Anderson. 


nrng  to  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 

rbe  drawing-room 

declamation. 

...  now  TO  becitb  and  book  of  recitations 

Jz°  1  r,,,t,u!ar  Miction,  in  u„,  nompnsing  Dutch 

--'"i  **f!?f.  h'  t  an'1  Iri,h  together 

'  -  any  standard  reading- 

PRICE 


MOW  I C)  IV9  <x  navni 

No  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  (3ADET. — CompleftQ  - 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Nar 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  Instruction,  descrlfW/ 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  everything  a_<5£. 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  Stats®  Navy, 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  at  *'How  la 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 

OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 


_  10  CENTS  EACH, 

Atltlrc-HH  FRANK.  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  84  Union  Square,  New  York. 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


A  fflaqazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  ete.,  of  CUestern  Life. 


32  PAGES.  PRICE  5  CENTS.  32  PAGES. 

EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER. 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wild  West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author  was 
acquainted,  llis  daring  deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  They  form  the  base  of  the 
most  dashing  stories  ever  published. 


Read  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and  be  convinced: 


LATEST  ISSUES: 


86  Young  Wild  West's  Buckskin  Brigade ;  or,  Helping  the  Cavalry¬ 

men. 

87  Young  Wild  West  at  Magic  Mark:  or.  Showing  Them  how  to  Run 

the  (.’amp. 

88  Young  Wild  West's  Duel  With  Death:  or.  Arietta  to  the  Rescue./ 

89  Young  Wild  West's  Cowboy  Band  :  or.  The  Tune  they  IMayed  in 

Deadwood. 

90  Young  Wild  West’s  Indian  Scout  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Pawnee 

Maiden. 

91  Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Salted''  Mine  :  or,  The  Double  Game  for 

a  Million. 

92  Young  Wild  West's  Overland  Route  :  or,  The  Masked  Band  of  Death 

Pass. 

93  Young  Wild  West's  Iron  Grip  :  or.  Settling  the  Cowboy  Feud. 

94  Young  Wild  West's  Last  Chance  :  or.  Arietta's  Narrow  Escape. 

95  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Gold  Grabbers :  or.  The  Fight  for  the 

Widow’s  Claim. 

96  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Branded  Band  :  or.  The  Scourge  of 

Skeleton  Skit. 

97  Young  Wild  West's  Double  Danger;  or,  The  Sign  of  the  Secret 

Seven. 

98  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Renegade  Rustlers ;  or.  Saved  by  the 

•  Sorrel  Stallion. 

99  Young  Wild  West’s  Fandango:  or.  Arietta  Among  the  Mexicans. 

100  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Double  Deuce  :  or.  The  Domino  Gang  of 

Denver. 

101  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Prairie-;  or.  The  Trail  that  had  no 

End. 

102  Young  Wild  West  and  “Missouri  Mike'’  :  or.  The  Worst  Man  in 

Wyoming. 

103  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Golden  Gate :  or,  A  Business  Trip  to 

’Frisco. 

104  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Redskin  Raiders ;  or.  Arietta's  Leap 

for  Life. 

105  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Circus:  or.  Fun  at  the  Mining  Camps. 

106  Young  Wild  West  at  Pike's  Peak :  or.  Arietta's  Strange  Disap¬ 

pearance. 

107  Young  Wild  West's  Six  Shots,  aud  the  Change  They  Made  at 

Dead  Man’s  Mark. 

108  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Little  Big  Horn  :  or.  The  Last  Stand  of 

the  Cavalry. 

109  Young  Wild  West's  Big  Bluff;  or.  Playing  a  Lone  Hand. 

110  Young  Wild  West  at  Bowie  Bend :  or.  The  Ban  of  the  Bandit 

Band. 


114  Young  Wild  West's  Pocket  of  Gold;  or.  Arietta's  Great  Discovery. 

115  Young  Wild  West  and  “Shawnee  Sam"  ;  or.  The  Half-Breed's 

Treachery. 


116  Young  Wild  West's  Covered  Trail  :  or.  Arietta  and  the  Avalanche. 

117  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Diamond  Dagger:  or.  The  Mexican 

Girl's  Revenge. 

118  Young  Wild  West  at  Silver  Shine;  or,  A  Town  Run  by  “Tender- 

feet." 

119  Young  Wild  West  Surrounded  by  Sioux;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Aeronaut. 


120  Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Puzzle  of  the  Camp”  :  or.  The  Gir 

Who  Owned  the  Gulch.  ,Uj 

121  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mustangers :  or.  The  Boss  of  the  Br 

cho  Busters. 


122  Young  Wild  West  after  the  Apaches:  or.  Arietta’s  Arizona  Adven 

ture. 

123  Young  Wild  West  Routing  the  Robbers;  or.  Saving  Two  Millio 

Dollars.  — _ j- 

124  Youug  Wild  West  at  Rattlesnake  Run;  or,  AK  e  wi 

Death.  /  ^  . 

125  Young  Wild  West's  Winning-  Stfeakir^rT  A  S 
Tombstone. 

126  Young  Wild  West's  Lightning  Lariat:  or.  Arietta  and  ti.  Ro 

Agents.  ru 

127  Young  Wild  West’s  Red-Hot  Ride  :  or.  Pursued  by  Comanches. 

128  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Blazed  Trail  ;  or.  Arietta  as  a  Scout.  > 

129  Young  Wild  West's  Four  of  a  Kind  :  or,  A  Curious  Combination! 

130  Young  Wild  West  Caught  by  the  Crooks:  or.  Arietta  on  Hand 

131  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ten  Terrors;  or.  The  Doom  of  Dashing 

Dan. 

132  Young  Wild  West's  Barrel  of  “Dust”;  or.  Arietta's  Chance  Shot 

133  Young  Wild  West's  Triple  Claim  ;  or.  Simple  Sam.  the  t’u 

downer."  5§l  I 

134  Young  Wild  West’s  Curious  Compact:  or.  Arietta  as  an  Avenger. 

135  Young  Wild  West's  Wampum  Belt:  or.  Under  the  Ran  of  the  Utes 

136  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Rio  Grande  Rustlers:  or.  The  Brauding 

at  Buckhorn  Ranch. 


137  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Line  League;  or.  Arietta  Among  the  Smug¬ 
glers. 


1  38  Young  Wild  West’s  Silver  Spurs;  or.  Fun  at  Fairplay  Fair. 


Ill  Young  Wild  West’s  Ton  of  Gold:  or,  The  Accident  to  Arietta. 


112  Young  Wild  West's  Green  Corn  Dance;  or,  A  Livelv  Time  with 

the  Pawnees. 

113  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cowboy  King;  or.  Taming  a  Texas 

Terror. 


For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers,  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any  Address  on  Receipt  of  Price,  5  Cents  per  Copy,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 
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IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 


of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  re¬ 
turn  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 
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FRANK  TOTSEY,  Publisher.  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir — Enclosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

.copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN.  Nos . 

.  “  “  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . . 

.  “  “  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76,  Nos . 

.  “  “  PLUCK  AND  LUCK.  Nos . 

.  “  “  SECRET  SERVICE.  Nos . 

«  «  THE  YOUNG  ATHLETE’S  WEEKLY,  Nos . 
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